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NO REeTOrr I KS hE DITION: 


The following work was composed in such leisure hours as could 
be spared from the engagements of a laborious profession, and I now, 
with many misgivings, and fully sensible of its many defects, venture 
to send it forth, to stand or fall by the verdict of a discriminating but 
just and generous public. lings 

Detroit, May, 1870. 


NOTE TO SECOND EDITION. 


In the year 1864, the historical and personal incident entitled “Sir 
BRUIN ” was produced, that being the author’s first serious attempt 
at poetical composition After that, from 1864 to 1867, the pieces 
under the general title “ Hours OF RECREATION,” were written, to 
and including the one entitled “Scrzncz.” In November, 1867, 
Teuchsa Grondie was begun. The tribute to the memory of young 
De Puy was composed in 1868. Teuchsa Grondie was completed in 
May, 1870. After that, the ‘‘ Hours OF RECREATION ” were resumed 
and continued in the order as they appear herein. L. B. 

DeErroIT, 1872. 


NOPTE*1TO 7d HIRD EDITION: 


Pronounce “ Teuchsa Grondie” as if spelt “Twosha Grundy,” with 
the accent on the first syllable of both words. I locate the “ Maple 
Tree” on the “ Public Square,” in the present Woodward Avenue» 
between the river and Jefferson Avenue, Detroit. In this edition I 
have arranged the pieces in the order of time generally in which they 
were composed. L. B. 

Detroit, 1876 
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SKETCH 


OF THE LIFE OF THE AUTHOR. 


EVI BISHOP was born in Russell, County of Hampden, 
Mass., October 15, 1815. His ancestors emigrated from 
the town of Haven, on the Thames, in England, to New 
Haven, Conn., among the early settlers ot that colony. 
His grandmother, on the father’s side, was a Todd, and 

was of Scotch descent. His father, Levi Bishop, was a farmer in 
independent circumstances, and was for many years a deacon of - 
the Baptist church in Russell. His mother’s maiden name was 
Roxana Phelps, of Westfield, Mass. There are now many relatives 
of the family, on both sides, in Massachusetts and Connecticut, as 
well as in several other States of the Union. Both the parents 
were strict and exemplary members of the Baptist denomination; 
and they, by precept and example, impressed deeply upon their 
children, the great principles of Christian morality. 

The subject of this memoir remained at home, working on his 
father’s farm, and going to school from two to four months in the 
year, till he was fifteen years of age. He received the limited 
benefits of such a common school education as was afforded in the 
country towns of New England, in the fore part of the present 
century. He had, however, an eager desire for reading and for 
books; and he has always improved all his opportunities in this 
respect, to the utmost possible extent. 

Mr. Bishop had an uncle — Caleb Humeston — a highly esteemed 
and respected gentleman, and a deacon also of the Baptist church, 
who lived in what was then known as Ireland Parish, and now well 
known as the town of Holyoke, Massachusetts. This gentleman 
was a large farmer; and he alsocarried on the tanning and the boot 
and shoe manufacturing business, which was then and is now fol- 
lowed extensively in Massachusetts. Mr. Bishop’s father placed 
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him, at the age of fifteen, under the-charge of this uncle, as an 
apprentice clerk, to learn these two trades. He remained in this 
occupation for two years, working at: the trades, working some on 
the farm, going to school to a limited extent and rendering him- 
self useful generally. His physical constitution and general health 
were of the first order; his vitality and eagerness for activity knew 
no bounds, and he was generally up to anything of an innocent 
nature which his associates and the boys of the neighborhood might 
suggest. His good old uncle was pleased to see him enjoy himself, 
but he sometimes felt called upon, standing as he did 7 loco paren- 
tis, to administer gentle admonitions, which was always done, how- 
ever, With kindness and in the spirit of Christian charity. The 
peovle of Russell, and of Ireland Parish, which were about fifteen 
miles apart, then still sustained their primitive and quiet. puritan 
character, unplowed up by railroads, and uncontaminated by factory 
villages. é' 

At the age of seventeen, with his trades but imperfectly learned, 
but full of energy and ambition, the subject of this memoir started 
out alone to try his fortunes in the world. It was a perilous age, 
and looking back now he can see where he made many a narrow 
escape. He necessarily fell in company with many bad men, but 
the early parental lessons he had received kept him in the paths of 
rectitude and honor. We followed his trade sometimes as a jour- 
neyman and sometimes as an employer, for seven years. He was 
always steady, industrious and frugal, saving something handsome 
every year from his income. He traveled in many States, become 
acquainted in many villages and large cities, and saw much of the 
world. 

Although his educational advantages had been limited, he had an 
invincible taste for reading. He kept posted in all the current news 
of the day, and was well read in American history, as well as in 
general history, ancient and modern. He was familiar with Milton, 
Burns, Homer, Shakspeare, the Bible, and other standard literary 
works; and nothing could keep him from the perusal over and over 
again of the Iliad of Homer, in Pope’s translation. Many select 
passages from the leading poets he committed to memory. 

In June, 1835, when the land fever was raging in Michigan, he 
came to Detroit, and went west as far as Kalamazoo. In a paper 
read several years ago before the Detroit Historical Society, he gave 
an account of his arrival, and of his first impressions and experience 
in Michigan, and of his adventures in the western part of the State, 
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so that they need not be now repeated. He made a purchase of 
between two and three hundred acres of land in Calhoun County, 
intending to settle there, but afterwards changed his mind, and sold 
the land, clearing over one thousand dollars on it, which money he 
kept. This is more than one in ten can say of those who purchased 
wild lands in Michigan in the speculating times of eighteen hundred 
and thirty-five and six, When Mr. Bishop first arrived in Michigan, 
in June, 1835, the first convention to frame a State constitution, 
Was in session in the old capital building, so called, with the late 
Major Biddle as presiding officer. 

In the year 1837 he went again to Detroit, where he found all 
the cordwainers—that is all the flints—on astrike for higher wages. 
Faithful to the doctrine of St. Crispin, Mr. Bishop joined them. 
They soon started a union store in which he took stock, and soon 
found himself carrying on an extensive business establishment. He 
now fully determined to make Detroit his permanent residence, re- 
garding it, on the whole, as the pleasantest locality and the most 
attractive city he had ever visited. 

In the winter of 1838-9 the troubles on the border, in what was 
known as the “patriot war,” took place. Mr. Bishop was called 
out as a volunteer, and took part in an expedition on the steamer 
Gen. Brady, down to Gibraltar —a village fifteen or twenty miles 
below Detroit. The expedition had for its object to maintain “ our 
neutral relations with England;” but asa large quantity of arms 
and ammunition was lost, which afterwards found their way into 
the hands of the “patriots,” it is presumed that the campaign was 
fruitless in its professed object. Mr. Bishop gave his full experience 
on this subject also, in a paper read several years ago before the 
Historical Society of Detroit. He afterwards received large pay 
and a liberal quantity of bounty land from the government, in com- 
pensation for his “ distinguished” services in the Patriot War. 

As one of the results of the resolution to locate permanently in 
Detroit, he became a member of a volunteer artillery company called 
the National Guards, in which he remained several months, and till 
some time after the accident hereinafter related. He had before 
been connected with military organizations, and had done service 
as a soldier. 

On the Fourth of July, 1839, this company were to have a parade 
and review, and were to fire a national salute at noon, on the 
Campus Martius. They were to use an old nine pound iron gun 
which had been borrowed from the arsenal, at Dearborn. The gun 
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required, according to the regulations, a first and second gunner, 
the first to swab out the gun and ram down the cartridge, and the 
second to receive the cartridge from the man in charge of the 
caisson, and insert it inthe piece. In ramming down the cartridge 
the first gunner was required, by the regulations, to use his right 
hand only. This regulation saved the left hand in the accident 
which followed. 

Mr. Bishop had been appointed first gunner, and the late Anson 
Burlingame — ‘‘ Minister Plenipotentiary and Ambassador Extraor- 
dinary of the Chinese Empire to all the rest of the world” — had 
been appointed second gunner. Neither of them had had experi- 
ence in firing a gun. Both the first and second gunner had to stand 
near the mouth of the piece all the time, and if it had been a twelve 
instead of a nine pounder, the regulations would have required both 
to take hold of the ramrod with both hands to ram down the cart- 
ridge. In such case both would probably have been severely hurt, 
and one or both might have been instantly killed. 

After the gun had been discharged eight or ten times, and ag Mr. 
Bishop was ramming down the cartridge it went off prematurely, 
tore his right hand to pieces, and laid him prostrate on the ground. 
The gun was pointed up Monroe Avenue at the time, and a French- 
man happened to be crossing that Avenue about fifteen or twenty 
rods distant. The ramrod, in its flight, struck him on the leg, and 
laid him prostrate also. His leg was bruised and not broken, but 
if the rod had struck his body squarely it would have gone through 
him as quick as an iron ball or shell. Of course, Mr. Burlingame 
was not hurt, although he stood by the mouth of the piece at the 
time of the accident. 

The wounded soldier was taken at once into the old National 
Hotel — now the Russell House — where the hand was amputated 
by the highly respected, esteemed and venerable Dr. Zina Pitcher. 
A purse of $120 was made up, and presented to Mr. Bishop on the 
occasion, by sympathizing friends; but as he did not need it, he 
afterwards handed the money over to the Orphan’s Asylum of De- 
troit. The wound was three months in healing. In this time the 
“Guards” elected Mr. B. a lieutenant of the company, for which 
he received the proper commission from the Governor, but he felt 
compelled, on account of his disabled condition, to resign his com- 
mission. Of course, a change of occupation seemed to be necessary, 
and Dr. Pitcher advised his patient and friend, by all means to turn 
his attention to the law as a profession. It was a gloomy time for 
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the subject of this memoir; for what could a man twenty-four 
years of age, with only a left hand, and not yet able to write with 
that, and with but a limited education, do in a learned and intel- 
lectual profession, and in the midst of the then strongest bar west of 
the celebrated old bar of Canandaigua? The answer to that ques- 
tion furnished the turning point in Mr. Bishop’s life, and he has 
always regarded that Fourth of July as a most fortunate day for 
him. 

He took Dr. Pitcher’s advice; and in November, 1839, went into 
the office of Hon. A. 8. Porter, then a prominent member of the 
Detroit bar, and soon after U. S. Senator from Michigan, where he 
stayed nine months. He then went into the office of Hon. Daniel 
Goodwin, then a prominent attorney, and also U. 8. District At- 
torney, and who has for more than tweuty years adorned the judi- 
cial bench of Michigan. He stayed two years and three months in 
Judge Goodwin's office, making up the full term of three years’ 
study in a law office, which was then required by the Statute, be- 
fore a student could be admitted to practice as a member of the bar. 

In this course of preparatory study he performed an enormous 
amount of mental labor. He began with a thorough course of the 
ordinary elements of an education which are now taught in our 
union schools. He read every history he could lay his hands on, 
and some of them many times over. With these he read philoso- 
phy, logic, scientific works, poetry, and miscellanies. He was in 
the habit of making careful abstracts or notes of what he read, a 
large quantity of which notes he preserved. He was in the habit 
also of practising composition, as a most important feature of edu- 
cation. In addition to these he pursued his law studies most assid- 
uously. He mastered thirty volumes of leading elementary law 
books, not including works in equity, reading many of them two, 
three, four, and some of them as many as seven times overt. In 
December, 1842, he passed a creditable examination, and was ad- 
mitted to the bar of Detroit. 

In July, 1842, prior to his admission to the bar, he was elected 
a Justice of the Peace, to fill a vacancy. He did public business 
as a Justice after he was admitted to the bar, for about one year; 
this business, with the practice he had during the same time, ren- 
dered him familiar with the whole course of judicial practice in 
justices’ courts. 

In those days a separate examination and admission were 
required in order to practice in chancery; and after his admission 
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as an attorney at law, Mr. Bishop applied himself to a full and 
tiorough course of reading in equity law, and was soon admitted 
as a solicitor and counselor in chancery. 

He had a good constitution, excellent health, clear and strong 
eyesight, with unbounded industry and perseverance, and he was 
for many years reputed the most industrious student and lawyer 
in Detroit. Even since he was admitted to the bar he at various 
times read more than sixty volumes of elementary law and equity 
books, and many of them two and three times over; and he has never 
ceased, down to the present time, his general and thorough his- 
toric, scientific, linguistic, miscellaneous, and poetic reading. It is 
believed that ever since his fortunate accident, on July 4, 1839, 
he has been the most diligent and painstaking student in Detroit. 

About the time of his admission to the bar he joined the De- 
troit Young Men’s Society, and became an active member therein. 
He often prepared and read reports on questions to be discussed, 
took part in many interesting and exciting debates, and wrote 
and delivered several lectures before the Society. Finally, in the 
year 1855, he was unanimously elected its President, and served 
the regular term in that office. 

As early as the year 1844, after less than five years’ study, 
almost from A, B, C of intellectual culture, his success at the bar 
became fully established, by a-practice which was remunerative as 
well as satisfactory in kind and character. It may here be stated 
that he never went out in search of business. He attended at his 
office, as every good lawyer ought to do, and generally does do, 
and waited for business to seek him there. From his well known 
care in attention to business, he had not long to wait; and from 
the time above named he went on in successful practice, for 
twenty-five years, growing steadily in reputation, and with a busi- 
ness éonstantly increasing and improving in quantity and value. 

In the year 1846, Mr. Bishop was elected to the Board of Edu- 
cation, of Detroit, an office to which he was successively re-elected 
till 1858. In the year 1851 he was elected President of the 
Board, which office he also continued to hold till he resigned, in 
1858. During the time he was a member the affairs of the school 
system of Detroit grew to nearly one-half their present magnitude 
in 1876. Mr. Bishop was a very active member, keeping his eye 
on every detail of the system, and devoting a large part of his then 
valuable time to the subject. Such was the confidence reposed in 
him, that for several years the school system of the city was left 
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almost entirely to his management; and, while thousands of dollars 
passed through his hands without a voucher or any written obli- 
gation, not a groat ever stuck to his fingers, and not a penny was 
ever diverted by him from its legitimate and what he regarded as 
its sacred object. 

In the course of this time, and in the year 1853, an attempt was 
made by the Catholic portion of the people to divide the public 
school funds, and to obtain a share of them for the support of their 
private schools. Such a proposed division of the school money was 
viewed with apprehension by the friends of the public schools, and 
was regarded as the entering wedge for their destruction. The 
question was carried to the ballot box of the city, and, amid much 
excitement, the schools were triumphantly sustained. All the in- 
fluence Mr. Bishop could exert, was thrown, as it always has been, 
for the maintenance of the public schools. 

In the course of his administration he gave much attention to 
the subject of school-house architecture, which was then very de- 
fective in the city. In the years 1857-8 there was erected in the 
Sixth Ward, under his immediate supervision, and upon a plan 
devised by him, a noble school building, combining all the valuable 
features then in use, and capable of seating one thousand scholars, 
In compliment to him, and as a recognition of the public services of 
Mr. Bishop, in the school system of the city, his name was placed 
by the Board on the building, which name it still bears, 

In the course of his active business life, Mr. Bishop has often 
written articles and correspondence for the public press; he has 
delivered several Fourth of July orations; he has made many politi- 
cal speeches, and has prepared and delivered several literary and 
historical lectures, on various occasions. 

In September, 1858, he having been elected the year before as a 
Regent of the State University, and having been for twelve years 
an active member of the Board of Education, and having served 
for seven years as its presiding officer, Mr. Bishop felt compelled to 
withdraw from this field of usefulness, and he accordingly resigned 
the offices of School Inspector and President of the Board. A 
series of resolutions, highly complimentary to him, were passed by 
the Board on the occasion. 

On May 8, 1848, Mr. Bishop was married to Miss Janette M. 
Millard, youngest daughter of Col. Ambrose Millard, a cousin of 
Hon. Millard Filmore, and a highly respected and widely esteemed 
gentleman of Tioga, Penn. The marriage connexion thus formed 
was a happy one, and so it has continued to the present time. 
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On January 1, 1858, Mr. Bishop entered upon his duties as Regent 
of the State University, located at Ann Arbor, which position he 
filled for six years. In that capacity he was also active and efficient. 
While he was in that office many abuses were corrected by the 
Board of Regents, and the material of the University was, in many 
respects, largely developed and increased. The library was increased, 
the Law Department was established, the law building was erected, 
and the other departments were much enlarged and improved in 
their efficiency and completeness. Many severe criticisms were at 
the time passed upon Mr. Bishop’s official acts while connected with 
this noble institution of learning, but time and public opinion have 
sustained his course therein, and now, in looking calmly back upon 
the past, after years have rolled away, he would not, as he declares, 
change a single vote he ever cast as Regent of the University. 

In the year 1859, he undertook to learn the French language. He 
employed two scholars who were natives of France, as teachers, in 
order, at the outset, to be sure of the correct pronunciation. He 
has ever since continued to make it a principal study, until he has, 
toa considerable degree, acquired the mastery thereof. He has 
made several translations from French works, which have been 
published in various forms, and he now, with unabated taste and 
inclination, keeps up his study and reading of the French language 
and literature. 

In the summer of 1860, Mr. Bishop made the tour of the upper 
lakes, observing the wild works of nature there, taking notes of the 
various mineral interests, and allowing himself to be quite well 
pleased with his visit to those inhospitable regions. 

In the summer of 1861, he spent three months in Europe, visiting 
the principal places of interest. He kept full notes of his travels, 
which, as he went along, he sent in letters to the Detroit Daily Ad- 
vertiser, and which were all published therein during the author’s 
absence. He has always been fond of traveling, and has traveled 
in most of the States of the Union, and in many parts of the British 
dominions in America. 

Mr. Bishop had paid some attention to political affairs, and in 
1863 he was placed by a State Convention at the head of the Dem- 
ocratic State Central Committee, a position which he held for the 
regular term of two years. As Chairman of this committee he 
wrote, published, and circulated several important political papers. 
In the general election of 1864, he was run by the Democratic Party 
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for Attorney General of the State, but as the State cast a strong 
majority for the other party, he was not elected. 

In the great civil war, Mr. Bishop took the following positions: 
First, that the National Constitution contained within itself ade- 
quate powers for its own protection: Second, that its principles 
should not be violated, and extraneous powers should not be as- 
sumed or exercised by those in authority: and, Third, that the Fed- 
eral Union and the Constitution should be defended, by virtue of 
their own inherent powers, at every hazard, and against every foe 
that might assailthem. In the spring of 1861, when Mr. Lincoln 
called for seventy-five thousand men, and called a session of Con- 
gress fur the Fourth of July, Mr. Bishop, fully realizing the mag- 
nitude of the struggle which was at hand, when very few did real- 
ize it, moved and sustained a resolution in a public meeting in De- 
troit, to the effect that Congress ought to be called together in- 
stanter; that a loan of five hundred millions ought to be obtained 
for the war, and that three hundred thousand, instead of seventy- 
five thousand men ought to be at once called under arms for the 
maintenance of the Union. 

It may be herve stated that Mr. Bishop was never an office seeker ; 
and he has always regarded political office asa curse to any man 
engaged in private business. While he had no objection to serve 
in any honorable position that might be tendered him, he never 
would resort to the low and disgusting intrigues, trickery and cor- 
ruption which, asa general thing, are a sine qua non to all public _ 
office in this country. While he probably would not shrink from 
public duty, as he has not in former years, even when it was to be 
performed without compensation, he does not care to seek its bur- 
dens. On the other hand, he has always looked upon the position 
of the retired gentleman, surrounded by his books, and in the enjoy- 
ment of private life, with its otiwm cum dignitate, as far preferable to 
political honors, accompanied as they necessarily must be witha 
vast amount of cares, anxieties, perplexities and responsibilities. 

In the years 1864-5, the amendment to the Federal Constitution, 
abolishing slavery throughout the United States, was pending be- 
fore the country. It was noticed that some of the public papers 
appeared inclined to oppose the adoption of the measure, and Mr. 
Bishop believed it was very unwise so to do. Whatever might be 
the state or the policy of parties, he believed that the time had come 
when slavery should cease on this continent. He accordingly wrote 
and published a pamphlet, and circulated it through the State and 
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in other parts of the country, in which he strongly urged that the 
amendment of the Constitution referred to should be adopted. . It 
was adopted. Slavery ceased to exist in the United States, and no 
one would now think of restoring it in this country. 

Mr. Bishop had always had an extraordinary taste for poetry. 
He had been long familiar with the leading authors in the English 
language, and with the ancient and medizval authors, so far as they 
could be reached in the English translations. He had also for sev- 
eral years been familiar with the standard poets in the French lan- 
guage. He finally thought he would try his own hand at the busi- 
ness, and, marvelous to relate, he waked up one pleasant morning 
in the year 1864, and found himself a poet. His first effort was 
“Sir Bruin,” a piece well known to many in Detroit. He after- 
wards wrote several pieces in his leisure moments under the title 
‘Hours of Recreation.” In the year 1867, he commenced a legendary 
poem, under the title “‘ Teuchsa Grondie,” that being the name of an 
ancient Indian village that stood on the present site of Detroit, when 
it was first visited by Europeans in 1610. This locality was, there- 
fore, the focal point of the poem. It was written in iambic verse 
and in rhyme, and it finally extended to twenty-eight cantos, and 
to about ten thousand lines. It was completed and first published 
in the year 1870. It is epic in form and character, and is the long- 
est and most elaborate epic poem ever yet produced by an American 
author. After this work was completed the author resumed his 

‘compositions under the title, ‘‘ Hours of Recreation.” 

Mr. Bishop had always been an attendant upon religious services, 
sometimes of one denomination, and sometimes of another, but 
mostly of the Episcopal church, and in the year 1868, he united 
with St. Paul’s Episcopal church, in Detroit, with which he has ever 
since remained connected. In the same year he was sent by the 
parish as a lay delegate to the Diocesan Convention at Kalamazoo. 

In the year 1870, he was sent by the Common Council of De- 
troit, as a delegate of the city, to the Southern Commercial Con- 
vention, held that year at Cincinnati, which he attended, and in 
which he took an active and a prominent part. 

He has also, at different periods of his life, acted as a delegate 
and taken a prominent part in various political conventions, 

Mr. Bishop had now been (1870) for over thirty years engaged 
in severe intellectual pursuits, and he had been for more than 
twenty-five years in active, laborious and lucrative practice at the 
bar. As a public speaker and as an advocate of the bar he has been 
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described as “clear, direct, earnest, eloquent and pursuasive.” He 
could count the cases in his docket by thousands. He had practised 
in the highest courts, and had been engaged in some of the most 
important of litigations. He had filled important public stations. 
While he had always provided the comforts of life for his family, 
he had practised a reasonable frugality, and had wisely kept his ex- 
penses within his income. As a natural consequence, he had ac- 
cumulated a handsome property, quite enough for his own support 
and those depending upon him, in all probability, as long as he and 
they should live. Under these circumstances, he felt abundantly 
satisied with the public and professional honors of life and with 
this world’s goods. : 

He was still in excellent health and in full vigor, but his eyes 
had become weak and near-sighted from constant reading and 
writing, and he felt the weight of years creeping upon him. His 
morning mirror, also, admonished him that gray hairs were becom- 
ing quite numerous upon his head. His life had been one of vicis- 
situdes, but he had worked his way, unaided and alone, from hum- 
ble circumstances to a rank among the leading members of his 
profession. In this respect, also, he was every way satisfied. He 
concluded, therefore, to withdraw gradually from the more active 
and laborious practice, let the world wag, and take it easy ; and 
prepare to pass the evening of his days in the quiet and comforts of 
retired and domestic life. 

In the year 1871 he suggested, and with a few other gentlemen, 
formed what was called the Detroit Pioneer Society, which, as its 
name indicates, is historical in its objects and character. Mr. Bishop 
was elected as its first President, which office he has since contin- 
ued to fill. He has made many valuable contributions to the So- 

‘ciety and the same, under his leadership is now (1876) 1n successful 
operation. : 

In the year 1873, he composed his “Larabelle, a song of the 
late civil war,” containing about eight hundred verses, in four can- 
tos. This piece is first published in the third edition, and may be 
regarded as a second epic poem written by our author. It has been 
delivered several times in public, and will be read with interest by 
every patriot, and by every lover of poetry. 

In the early part of the year 1874, Mr. Bishop was one of the 
first, if not the first, to suggest a “State Pioneer Society,” to be 
composed of delegates from city and county societies, and to serve 
as a general depot for material of a historical character. Such a 
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SIR BRUIN. 


“BEWAR THE BAR.” 
WAVERLY. 


The grim, taciturn bear, 
The anchorite monk of the desert. 
EVANGELINE. 


These verses were suggested by the following incident: A short 
time before sundown of a pleasant afternoon in the autumn of 1844, 
the author was out shooting, near the Michigan Central Railroad, when 
that road entered Detroit on Michigan avenue, The evening train 
then happened to come in, and its noise aroused a full-grown black 
bear, just in the edge of the woods, about two miles from the City 
Hall, Detroit: In his fright, Sir Bruin started and ran directly for the 
city, and he passed through one field and far into another before he 
discovered his mistake. He then took a circuit, and, with several 
dogs yelling after him, bounded back into the forest. The incidents 
are fully related in the poem. 


DETROIT, 1864. Le Be 


Sir Bruin was a gallant lad: 
The truth of history we relate; 
To fright the game a taste we had, 
Tho’ game did rarely compensate. 


The herds now hied them home to rest, 
The milkmaid sung her rural song ; 
The sun was blazing in the West, 
His evening beams he poured along. 


’Twas Indian Summer—sweet November, 
When fields were dry and leaves were yellow; 

With gun, we ranged the copse and timber ; 
We met Sir Bruin— gallant fellow! 
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SiR BRULEN. 


It seems Sir Bruin was inclined 
To leave his native forest home, 
And take to city life refined, 
No longer in the wilds to roam. 


And, sister cities of the West, 
Who rival greatness love to prate, 
Sir Bruin’s judgment gives the test, 
He chose the “ City of the Strait.” 


Nor was it freak, or done in haste; 
His bearship gave it due reflection ; 
*T was highly cultivated taste, 
That wisely gave him this direction. 


He came within a mile or two, 

Where farm and forest then did meet ; 
He saw the city —full in view, 

The smoky air and dusty street. 


He stopped and brushed his shaggy mane 
From sense of due propriety ; 

Then gaily started on again 
To join “ Our Best Society.” 


*Twas near the Central Railroad track, 
The route it ran in former day ; 

So Bruin thought to mount its back, 
In hopes to find the better way. 


Just then the pond’rous evening train, 
With fire, and smoke, and dust, and din, 
Came whirling, rushing on amain, 


Came bounding, screaming, thund’ring in. 


SIR BRUIN. 


Doubt not, Sir Bruin, he had pluck, 
For any ordinary plight; 

For he could face the noblest buck, 
And, as a pastime, give him fight. 


A hundred crested gobblers gay, 

Might strut and gobble in his track ; 
With beak and spur beset his way, 

And he right soon would drive them back. 


But what on earth could stand before 
The fiery dragon in his wrath! 

Enough, to gain his wilds once more, 
With such a fury on his path! 


As quick as thought he took to flight, 
Nor took he well his bearings clear ; 

His brain it, reeled; in such a fright, 
He sprung for life, for life so dear! 


He bounded on, as on a raid; 

Beside the thundering train he went ; 
Forgetful of the course he made, 
' Directly for the city bent. 


Fences he scaled, he swept the field, 
As yet no slack was in his pace ; 
Nor would he to the fury yield, 
In this his wild “ two-forty”’ race. 


The passengers all noted him, 
As swift toward the goal he came ; 
A laurel crown they voted him, 
With shouts, as in Olympic game. 
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SIR BRUIN 


Nimbly we raised our loaded gun ; 

How tempting was the prize, how fair! 
Oh! could we hit him on the run! 

If we could only bag a bear! 


Too late; he’s quickly out of range: 
And now his erring course he sees; 

He sweeps around, that course to change, 
And all for life to forest flees. 


And then the dogs the game espy ; 
An ill-bred and uncivil pack; 
And such a wild, discordant cry! 

Another fury on his track! 


Sir Bruin to his forest flew, 

With heart as light as paws were fleet ; 
Nor further dare the curs pursue; _ 

It was a “masterly retreat.” 


And safe once more within his lair, 

All foam and dust from such a strife, 
He feels content to be a bear, 

And seek no more for city life. 


And yet, ’tis passing strange, I ween, 
That such a great variety, 

Of these Sir Bruins oft are seen, 
All in “ Our Best Society.” 


JEALOUSY. 


A jealous person, sombre, deeply sad, 
Is clearly, simply, nothing else but mad. 


Ome OU HORTA TION. 


INTRODUCTION. 


I, 


Celestial Muse! that still inspires, 
And fans to flame poetic fires! 
Thy kindly guidance now impart ; 
O touch this pen, and theme, and heart! 
That numbers sweet, and truth, and ken, 
And worthy thoughts, of things and men, 
May deep impress our various song: 

The bold attempt be mine; 

The inspiration thine: 
To Thee success and fame belong. 


sf 


But why thus on the muses call ? 
And why this antique strain ? 
Must poets thus forever fall 
Into this path again? 


The muses all, were but a dream, 
Tlissus but a rill; 

The Arno but a rapid stream, 
Parnassus but a hill. 


Thus criticism surly growls 
At introductory rhyme ; 

So wise, so blind, like other owls 
To hoot in leisure time! 
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HOURS OF RECREATION. 


Know this—the strain of invocation, 
Which thus annoys the critic, 

Is but a call on inspiration’ 
To lend the fire poetic. 


LET 
Ana, gentle reader, kindly share 


Our anxious toil and fears ; 
Unfriendly criticism spare, 
Grant sympathizing tears. 


To us the rugged path of life 
Has rugged been indeed ; 

Yet never lacked we in the strife 
A friend in time of need. 


O, now extend the friendly hand, 
For excellence was meant; 

O, gently wave the healing wand, 
Approve the good intent. 


We grant you all that you can say, 
For many faults are seen ; 

Then let them pass, let us we pray, 
Be our own Fadladeen. 


LY; 


This life abounds in charming pleasures, 
But pain intrudes to mar them all,— 
The base alloy in earthly treasures — 
The doom of man since Adam’s fall. 


INTRODUCTION. 


The pain, the anguish deep, all know them well; 
And yet each tongue in glowing words can tell, 
How dear each worthy triumph of the day — 
The bright sunshine where storms beset the way. 


In public and in private life, 
In civil sway, in war, 

How sweet to conquer in the strife — 
To dash malignant star. 


And when, with fearful odds, in battle fray 
We meet, and stand, and face the stern array 
Of numbers all undaunted; and we feel 
Our firm resolve, though unrelaxed, yet reel 
In doubt and in despair; then doubly sweet 
To gain, unhoped, the victory complete. 


Success! ’Tis varied, and for all 

In some degree; the great, the small, 
Sustain defeat. Our hopes, our fears, 
Are drowned in joys or bitter tears. 
To-day, we bear a rival’s fling ; 
To-morrow, he will feel the sting. 
To-day, repulse and gloomy sorrow ; 
We shout triumphant on the morrow. 


ie 


Shall we, in glowing verse, or ever soar 

With Homer, Tasso, Akenside? who pour 

From richest, purest fonts the sweetest streams 

Of melody? whose stately measure gleams 
With heavenly light? who sound the deep, 
And ride the storm, and climb the steep, 
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constitution, for the abolition of slavery throughout the United States, was 
pending before the country. The author then wrote and circulated a pam- 
phiet advocating the adoption of the measure. 
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Of purest contemplation? No: 
How empty was the thought! But lo, 
They guide our feet! Blazing afar, 
We follow their auspicious star 
Like Magi of the East. We sought 
Not palfry pelf, but to be brought 
In lowly admiration to their shrine ; 
Theirs the creative, the faint echo mine. 
Their car of fire may dart celestial ray, 
Like shooting comet or the milky way ; 
For theirs the lofty, ever glorious strain, 
That mounts on high, by right divine to reign. 


To genius humbly thus we sing, 
Our lowly tribute thus we bring ; 
A tribute, ages pay, of every state ; 
That constant swells with rolling years, 
Till fame is echoed from the spheres ; 
And time confirms the greatness of the great. 
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coniposed about the same time. 


These sentimental lines we write, 
Make this deduction: 

In sixty-five, when all unite 
For “reconstruction.” 


The following piece was 


GIVE HIM HIS DUE. 


The African is here, with sombre hue 

In culture as in skin. Yet he was true, 
E’en to oppressors, when, in deadly strife, 
Millions went forth “to save a nation’s life.” 


The danger, toil and death he shared ; 

He stormed the breach, his breast he bared, 
In faith devout; 

He stood as of a nation’s brave, 

And heard, while sinking to the grave, 
The victor shout. 


Then give him what is due; strike off his chain: 
For blood like water poured, this much we gain: 
Freedom we purge forever of the shame 

Of bondage deep. We vindicate our name. 
Then let him have his due. Let earth and sea 
Echo the cannon’s roar, and speak him free. 
This much we may and should. He earned it well: 
Then let his race, and now and ever tell 

Of his deliverance. His lot at best 

fs pitiful. His future is the test 

How fast and far ’tis safe and best to go, 

In lifting up a race now sunk so low. 


But this we safely, justly, nobly can — 
Proclaim, at least, and make him free ; 

Let him stand forth, as he was made, a man, 
l'o swell the shout of victory. 


FAME. 


Is fame—a lasting fame for me, 
When I the future life shall gain ? 
A worthy fame, oh, may it be, 
Without a blur or spot or stain. 
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THEHE WEST. 


The West! The wild, the distant West! 
Of Earth’s domain the richest — best. 
So fame would have us say, at least, 
Of this luxuriant—natural feast ; 
Where moose, and wolf, and buffalo, 
Have held their sway by streams that flow 
Eternal to the Gulf; where rocks 
And mounts are scarcely seen, but flocks 
Abound, and game in plain and brake, 
Roam far and wide to Northern Lake. 


Of two proud races here we find ; : 
The noblest of the human kind. 

The White moves on from Hast apace, 
A ruling and encroaching race. 


Before his march the Red Man fast retires, 
Like herds before the sweeping prairie fires ; 
He thus retires, but yet retires in vain, 

He stands at bay before Pacific’s main. 


He struggles there a few short years, 
Beside the “ Golden Gate,” 

And then forever disappears ; 
Thus speak the words of fate. 


History records his gloomy story 
Of robbery and wrong: 

Poets embalm his name in glory 
In never dying song. 


BE WeS"1. 


In this fair West, that teems with mind, 
And all material things that bind 
The race, and link the world in one, 
But whose swift course is scarce begun, 
Shall there be found whereof to fire 
The generous breast, and to inspire 
The lofty song? There shall indeed ; 
Whoever runs may freely read. 


The wild flower and the eglantine; 
The copper, lead and golden mine 
With riches yet untold; 
The plain, the mighty lake and river ; 
The gales that stately forests shiver ; 
The winter’s sweeping cold: 
The blade that shoots from every plain, 
The waying fields of ripening grain, 
The gathered corn in sheaf; 
Refreshing showers of summer day, 
The sweet perfume of new made hay, 
The sear-autumnal leaf: 
The smoke that curls from cabin home; 
The Red Man, who as yet may roam, 
In proud and fearless tread, 
With knife at belt, and hunter’s bow, 
From British line to Mexico, 
Among his mighty dead: 
His war path, war whoop, mound and tillage, 
His wigwam, wardrobe, mat and village, 
His listless —idle life; 
His partner drudge, beneath her pack, 
Or with the pappoose at her back, 
With only name of wife: 
The gay cascade, the crystal fountain, 
The Alleghany, Rocky Mountain — 
Vast battlements on high — 
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That bound us on the east and west, 
With gorge, and peak, and snowy crest, 
Bold stretching to the sky: 
All these and thousands more. And then, 
Behold the crowning subject —men ; 
And women, too: The young and old 
Of every name, of every mold: 
Of every clime and every nation ; 
Of every rank and every station: 
Of every mind and every passion: 
Of every freak and every fashion : 
With tastes and characters as various, 
As best of fortunes are precarious. 


And then the future: yes, the future West! 
Its growth, its riches, power, who can foresee ? 
Its grand extent, from mountain crest to crest, 
From lake to gulf; what is its destiny ? 


The central range of one vast continent, 
It holds the balance firm of all the rest; 

From teeming soil that never can be spent, 
We feed the world as if it were a guest. 


Here strangers swarm, a happy home to seek, 
The waves rush on like ocean’s swelling tide; 

A few decades, and here shall millions speak 
The law that shall a mighty empire guide. 


Yes, poetry is all around us, 

Enough, in truth, to well confound us. 
The very air we breathe inspires our song; 
The opening future years the strain prolong. 


From wild Niagara’s plunging flood, 
To Minnehaha’s distant wood, 
The echoes rise, and swell, and gently fall; 


THE WEST. 33 


They float upon the zephyr’s wings — 
As when sweet Philomela sings— 
From “ Pictured Rocks” to Montezuma’s hall. 


But who, of all, shall poet be 
The Western harp to wake— 
To sing in notes as bold, as free 
As tempest on the Lake? 


The songs that charmed the Grecian isles 
Were echoed on Italian page ; 
Enchantments of Calypso smiles 
Find counterpart in Dido’s rage. 


The Roman sway, unwieldy grown, 
Is crushed beneath barbaric power ; 
Its mighty genius overthrown, 
As northern blast will crush the flower. 


The Crescent and the Turk assail 
Byzantine Cross of Christian world ; 

Nor Rome’s great name can aught avail, 
Her Orient rule from place is hurled. 


Majestic Muse of Greece and Rome! 

From fierce destruction take Thy wing; 
In Gaul and Britain find a home, 

Again, in Western Europe, sing, 


Nor wild Atlantic surges shun, 
The gales shall bear Thee safely o’er ; 
The course of empire —with the sun, 
Invites Thee to our western shore. 


Responsive to the British lyre, 
Our poets sing in sweetest strain ; 
But lend the West Thy native fire! 
Here let Thine altars blaze again! 
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Then whose the genius, culture, might, 
In all this western land, 

To give its harp a worthy flight ? 
To touch it, whose the hand ? 


The instrument has strength and scope 
For any earthly strain, 

But untried hands can never hope 
Its highest notes to gain. 


“Great Spirit” of this gardén World! 
O genius of the West! 

Let Thy proud banners be unfurled, 
On Thee the work must rest! 


DIGNITY OF LABOR. 


“Ts not this the Carpenter? »_ MARK vi. 3. 


Genius of toil! our verse indite, 
And blaze along each line! 

O, give it wing and give it might, 
Creative power divine! 


Thou source of plenty and of wealth, 
Spirit of toil, now tune the lyre! 

Fountain of peace, contentment, health, 
Spirit of toil, our song inspire! 


But can this humble theme, or ever dart 
Celestial fires, or move or warm the heart ? 
Can sober fact, and dry detail 
Of daily drudgery, avail 
To raise the human mind, or soul 
From earth towards its heavenly goal ? 
The Muses love heroic— battle songs ; 
But can they sing of bellows, coal and tongs. 


DIGNITY OF LABOR. 


In truth; for while in rich Homeric strain, 


They sung Achilles on the Trojan plain, 
They also sung, for that heroic field, 

The work of Vulcan on Achilles’ shield. 
The process simple; glorious the design, 


Such as can spring alone from hand divine. 


Thus, while the heavy stone is laid, 
And column, arch and beam — 

Although for pile of lofty grade — 
The toil may humble seem: 


Yet as the work progresses high, 
Held firmly by mechanic power, 

The fair proportions charm the eye, 
Of stately palace, dome or tower. 


Nor stop we at the works of man, 
In our poetic story ; 

Our theme extends to nature’s plan, 
To nature’s lab’ratory: 


At least, examples here it draws, 
From nature’s works and nature’s laws. 


The mellow tint, the blended shade, 
Of leaf, and blade, and flower, 

By fingers all divine are made — 
By the Almighty power. 


By work, the buds and blossoms shoot, 
That load the autumn tree with fruit; 
From natal to the mortal hour, 

All nature feels mechanic power. 


By work, the glorious sun was lit on high, 
And hung resplendent in the blazing sky. 
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The planets whirling on their poles, 
In system that forever rolls; 
The ocean, air and sod; 
The worm, and the leviathan, 
His image —the immortal man, 
Are master works of God. 


By work, the comets blaze, and shoot, and flee; 
By work, the earth was lifted from the sea, 
The sky spread out so clear ; 
The mountain sprung from earth’s convulsive throes, 
By work divine the universe arose, 
From chaos wild and drear. 


Nor even here the glorious subject ends; 
To moral, and religious, it extends. 


By toil, and pain, and groan, and death, 
Was man’s salvation wrought ; 

In faith, by works, the preacher saith, 
Must Christian life be fought. 


The work is life-long, and from day to day, 

In this, the sure, but straight and narrow way. 
And in one universal plan, 
Tis work must form the moral man. 


Yes, work may fire poetic pen, 
And elevate its strain, 

As well as aught of human ken, 
In heaven, or earth, or main. 


And who true happiness would know, 
Or who would fill a worthy part, 
In any place, or high or low, 
Must work with body, mind and heart. 


DIGNITY OF LABOR. 


The intellect must lead the van, 
The muscle must perform its share, 
_ The heart must lead the social man, 
For all affection centers there. 


The cheerful swain, 
That plows and sows his fields, 

With hopes of plenty and of future gain, 
Such as prolific nature yields; 

Who tills the soil his God has made, 
And toils at his command, 

Goes whistling home at evening shade, 
A monarch of the land. 


Who plies a loom, or lays a keel, 

Or makes a broom, or rims a wheel; 

Or drives a team, or digs a ditch, 

Or dams a stream, or takes a stitch ; 

Or lays a pipe, or “runs a mill,” 

Or sets a type, or “ drives a quill;” 
Or swings a sledge or flail; 

Or lays a brick, or tans a hide; 
Or drives a screw or nail; 

May lift his head in honest pride, 

And boldly say: 
I work, create, increase the solid wealth, 

For which the idle play, 

And win, by art, chicane, or stealth. 


And yet, though strange, if well we scan, 
His art may wrong the artisan. 


With sooty —sweaty frock, 

With heavy —callous hand, 
He frames the cunning lock, 

He molds the solid band — 
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That holds from toil, in rusty guard 
Or vault, its fair and just reward. 
The art, the skill, the taste, we may commend ; 
The fault, if fault there be, is in the end. 
Nor artist blame in this assertion ; 
The blame is found in the perversion. 


And furthermore; the hard-earned fruits of toil, 
The golden streams of luxury, the spoil 

Of business and of trade, before which all, 

As to a charming goddess, bow and fall: 

The shining merit of a prince or duke; 

The very golden calf of Pentateuch ;— 
Whence comes it all? To whom does it belong? 
To him who works, whatever else is wrong. 

By craft the social system is deranged ; 

By working men that system may be changed. 
However much their efforts may be slighted, 
They have the power to see the system righted. 
The social balance but adjusted well, 

No miser, more, would golden counters tell. 
Then equal all would public burdens bear, 

And equal all the fruits of labor share. 


And now, let’s take a promenade, 
And note of work a lower grade. 


The humble— modest “hand” 
That cleans the filthy street, 

May proudly take his ‘stand, 
And worthily compete — 


With him that rolls and spatters by, 

So lordly seated, swelling high, 
With livery, coach and four ; 

The one is honest poverty; 

The other glittering bankruptcy, 
All rotten at the core, 


DIGNITY OF LABOR. 


\ 


From labor all ; 
No matter what or where, 
Or high, or low, or great, or small, 
Or excellent, or base, or plain, or fair. 
The ship that plows the ocean wave, 
The palace that has seen a thousand years, 
The lofty stone that decks the grave 


And marks the spot once bathed in tears ; : 


The creature comforts — luxuries of life, 
The products of the teeming soil; 
All come from weary strife— 
From honest toil. 


A term of years, let labor cease ; 
Let work be at an end; 

Let those who live by wit increase, 
Till all should thus depend. 


Then how would swelling pomp and pride, . 


The strutting fop and painted fair — 
Those floating bubbles on the tide, 
Collapse to what they truly are! 


The idle thousands, with their sordid gains, 

The race itself, that.honest toil sustains, 
Would mourn, and weep, and wail; 

Would rush by myriads into myriad graves, 

O’erwhelmed beneath oblivion’s chilling waves, 
And no one left to tell the tale. 


The man who justly views the scope of things, 
And is not borne away upon the wings 

Of ignorance, or prejudice, or pride, 

Will take these sober maxims as his guide: 


In labor, is true dignity. 
In honest toil, benignity. 
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They touch our theme in all its ranges, 
In its innumerable stations — 

Its vast variety and changes, 
In all its toiling occupations. 


And from the ever working mass, 
In social system all complex, 

None are exempt of any class, 
Or any rank of either sex. 


Or if exempt, it still is but the drone; 
Work, is the rule, from cottage to the throne. 
Work, every station should embrace, 
From skeptic to confessional — 
In private and in public place, 
The unlearned, the professional. 


And women, too, the rule must share; 
Her. destiny is written there. 


Woman! the fairest work of God! 
Or servant, maid, or matron wife; 
How sinks her heart beneath the load, 
Of toilsome, painful, weary life! 


But, says the lordly stoic, since the fall 
We grant her no concession ; 

She justly sighs and suffers, one and all, 
Because of her transgression. 


But such is not her proper sphere ; 

Thus mournful speaks her nature, too ; 
Behold her, man, your mate and peer! 

Yet sorrowful, she toils for you. 


The implements of work to wield, 
Was made the sturdy arm of man; 
The gentler sex, that arm will shield, 
From painful toil whene’er it can. 
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Lord of creation! proudly such, 
Pity the sex, so tearful, sad ; 

Be not forgetful over much, 
You haye a mother, or you had. 


Relieve her load, so heavy — weary ; 
Her frequent sufferings beguile ; 

And cheer her pathway — often dreary, 
With kindly heart, and word, and smile. 


Creative labor is of mind, and heart, 
’ And soul, as well as of the hand; 
And thought, reflection, letters, science, art, 
Are brothers of a working band. 


The one upon the other acts, 
In generous co-operation ; 
Where theories unite with facts, 
In ever-happy combination. 
In union their perfection lies, 
If aught is perfect “neath the skies. 


While muscle, mental, moral, thus we sing, 
And from them all the fruits of toil we bring; 
From works of Adam in his garden pent, 
To those that proudly span a continent, 

Where every blow is worthy of a line, 

As kin to those that spring from hand divine ; 
Explore creation’s utmost bounds, to find, 
None can exemption claim, of human kind; 
While thus we catch the soft angelic strain, 
And gather flowers from all the golden train 

Of pure intelligence; and virtue, too, 

In ever charming smiles our verse may woo ; 
And while our theme, in each and every part, 
Glows with the fires that move and warm the heart; 
Yet blows of working men, now strike the lyre; 
And these alone, may well the Muse inspire. 
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O then ye millions, ye who bow and sweat 
Beneath your toil, for many a weary hour, 

Stand forth —ye have not boldly stood as yet — 
In all the grandeur, glory, of your power! 


Let muscle, with the moral blend, 
Improve the mind, improve the heart ; 
Let social to religious tend, 
And fill on earth a worthy part. 


The gifts of body and of mind, 

Are lent by wisdom from above ; 
Aspire to be what God designed, 

Let culture every gift improve. 


This end to reach the way is plain ; 

From daily toil—an hour of leisure ; 
Tis justice wrung from sordid gain, 

A small per cent from bloated treasure. 


The remedy pursue, be men! 
Reduce your daily hours from ten 
Of weary all-exhausting weight, 
To healthy, cheerful, nine or eight. 


Nor let these precious hours away be cast ; 
The sands of time are running — flying fast: 
Eternal ages in the past are rolled ; 
Our lives, eternal ages, yet unfold. 

The life of man—a point of time, 

A note in one eternal chime. 


Though health may bloom, the end is ever nigh; 
Then well improve the moments as they fly. 


And yet this life’s a battle-field, 

Of sturdy blows, and sighs and din; 
Where sloth must to the active yield, 

Where bad must lose and good must win. 
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Nor is it all—this life below, 
To that to come—a short prelude, 
Where all may rest from pain and woe 
In glorious beatitude. 
In time we find unerring test, 
To fit us for eternal rest. 


Then stand ye forth, I say again; 
Be firm, but just, ye working men! 


He who creates should ever hold command: 

Then “league” your forces, all your powers combine ; 
In unity behold your strength to stand! 

United “ strike,” success shall then be thine. 


Industrial train! that saw the dawning ray 
Of first creation; that, from age to age, 
Has steady swept along the grand highway 
Of circling years; where each historic page — 


Is written o’er and o’er with hopes and fears, 
And soothing smiles and bitter — burning tears! 
How groan thy pond’rous cars beneath the freight 
That toil produces! WVast—incumbent weight! 
The richest streams from earth’s remotest bound, 
By thee are poured in one incessant round 

. Of sparkling beauty, ‘mong the eager throng, 
That share thy spoil, and would thy stay prolong. 
Then still move on, with banner broad unfurled, 
To feed, and warm, and cheer, and bless the world. 


Oe bss Ce Le. 


Rail on, poor man, with all your kind, 

And rail and rant, and rail the country through ; 
And yet remember, bear in mind, 

That other fools have railed as bad as you. 
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DIMAN CHE: 


(LA MI-JUIN.) 


“‘O where shall rest be found — 
Rest for the weary soul?”’ 


Hail Sabbath-day! Of all the seven the best! 
From six of bustling toil how sweet the calm! 
A troubled sea, from surging waves, at rest — 
To weary, wounded life, a healing balm! 


The ever-circling hours upon the wing, 
Are told by stately peals of morning bell ; 
In plaintive tone responding breezes sing ; 
The air seems laden with a solemn spell. 


The home affairs of morn at first arranged, 
For worship, parent, maiden, swain prepare ; 
From plain, to neat and gay, attire is changed, 
In cabin, cottage, mansion — everywhere. 


Now forth they issue on the rural way, 
Or on the shady walk in cities swarm ; 

The sun looks down with mild, effulgent ray ; 
The twittering linnet lends melodious charm, 


On every hand the “ Harthly Courts” unclose ; 
Inviting calls the undulating chime; 

In happy mood, while sipping every rose, 
The wild bee hums response in gentle rhyme. 


In “living green” the garden, forest, field , 
The buzzing insect chants a solemn lay ; 

The locust blossoms sweetest incense yield ; 
All nature celebrates the sacred day. 
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The temple reached, the chimes their choral cease ; 
In beauty, fashion, shines the well-filled nave ; 
Yet all is pensive, for the Prince of Peace 
Is here to bless, to sanctify and save. 


And now the organ warbles softest notes, 

Now gathers volume in its swell above; 
Now bolder strain in yaulted arches floats, 

And hearts are tuned to worship and to love. 


In robes as white—as pure as faith is pure, 
The priest advances now, sedate and slow; 
And with a voice as calm as faith is sure— 
“ Arise I will and to my father go.” 


Impressive are the accents of the service —all: 
The chant, the bow at Jesus’ name, the air 

And song of praise, to bended knee the fall, 
The absolution, and the humble prayer; 


The lessons, and the sermon — earnest — clear, 
The creed, and that majestic litany! 

In short, from “scripture moveth — brethren dear,” 
To “Father, Son and Spirit— One in Three.” 


And then that fountain, full of mystery! 
But which, to the devout, is all so plain; 
That figures forth the passage through the sea, 
“ Of water-spirit, thou art born again.” 


And then the meeting of that little band 

Of childhood years, whose plastic heart and mind 
Are led and molded by the gentle hand, 

And taught to lisp “ The Saviour of mankind.” 


By hands laid on —confirmed baptismal vow ; 
Another solemn and mysterious rite! 

Salyation’s helmet — hope, reburnished now ; 
Another shield of faith for christian fight! 
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The innocence that “round the altar goes,” 

The “comfortable” wine and broken bread — 
The broken body of the Man of woes — 

The risen Lord that brings to life the dead! 


And then that nuptial form — ordeal severe; 
But yet, which covet all, in proper course ; 

That blends in one two loving hearts so dear, 
In life till death “for better or for worse.” 


And then the Herald, sent to distant lands, 
Where millions groan beneath the pagan rod ; 
Where superstition grim a monster stands, 
And gnashes vengeance on the man of God. 


And then that safe retreat from want and woe, 

Which giver’s heart improves in what is given — 
The Hospital —a vestibule below, 

That smooths for honest poor the path to heaven. 


And then the bed of sickness and of pain 
Where minutes—-hours, are mark’d by sigh and moan, 
O there, consoling thought! a Savior slain, 
Can soothe the anguish, sweeten every groan ! 


O yes, and e’en amid consuming fires 
That persecution lights — that blaze around 
The martyr’s head! E’en there the soul aspires 
To God, and with eternal life is crowned ! 


And then that solemn burial of the dead! 
Corruption incorrupt! Where ends the strife! 
The immortality in Christ, the Head! 
“JT am the resurrection and the life!” 


The whole; how comprehensive and sublime! 
It covers life— the shortest, longest span ; 
Embraces all the wants and hopes of time; 
A boon of God, vouchsafed to fallen man! 
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It fits us for the race that here we run; 

From earth to heaven it draws the soul and heart! 
Tis all a preparation, now begun, 

For future world to which we soon depart. 


Or true or false, let me believe it true! 
Let not annihilation snatch my soul! 
Let that soul live, eternal ages through, 
And reach the blest abode, the happy goal! 


Oh, when this weary life at last shall end, 
Let not obliyion’s ever gloomy wave 

Roll o’er my sleeping dust! Great God! O lend 
Thine own right arm, Omnipotent to save! 


eae Vale ee UD i oR OoIcE. 


Of all the cities of the plain, 
Beside the river or the main, 
How active or how fair; 
Of rapid or of sluggish gait; 
Give me the City of the Strait. 
’Twixt Hrie and St. Clair. 


I love its budding, gushing spring, 
Its ripening summer on the wing, 
Its Indian Summer, too; 

And e’en its wint’ry — snowy tides, 
Its jingling bells and rapid rides, 

Upon “The Avenue.” 


I love its cool, delicious shades, 
Its water founts and promenades, 
Its elegant hotels; 
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Its many men of worth and mind, 
Its matrons — dignified — refined, 
Its many pretty belles. 


Its ladies; yes; I love to meet 
Those fairy forms and tripping feet; 
They come — they pass me now; 
The angels condescend to smile; 
I look, enraptured all the while; 
I raise my hat and bow. 


I like to meet the men I know, 
And here and there — where’er I go, 
A living, moving mass; 
To shake the hand of young and old; 
To tell the news or hear it told; 
The “time o’ day ” to pass. 


I like its spires and stately domes ; 

Its mansions and its princely homes, 
Its social life within ; 

Its shops, its churches and its schools, 

And een tts fops and many fools, 
And its incessant din. 


I like its avenues so grand; 

Yes, even those that Woodward planned: 
I love that noble river — 

So broad, so stately and so deep, 

With that sedate and gentle sweep, 
Majestic and forever. 


I love to range the busy quay, 
To see its thrift on autumn day, 
To greet the sailor boy; 
To see the boats that crowd the mart, 
The graceful ships that come — depart; 
“O,ho! <A ship ahoy!” 
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I love to gaze at Britain’s shore, 

To stand and contemplate her power, 
And offer up the prayer, 

That I may live the day to see, 

When these our neighbors shall be free, 
With a Republic there. 


- I love its legendary story, 


Its pioneer — historic glory, 

For much it has in store; 
Its annals stretch much farther back, 
Than gloomy days of Pontiac, 

Or Cadillac of yore.— 


A new world springing into view, 


At once the high ambition drew 


De Louis Quatorze— Le Grand ; 
His missions far the wild explore, 
Coureurs des Bois from shore to shore, 

Hunt out the unknown land. 


But whence and what that perished race, 
Whose many footprints on the face 
Of western world are found ? 
That far advance in useful arts ? 
Those cities with extensive marts, 
Now deep beneath the ground ? 


With our own race was it the same ? 
Then how, and when, and why, it came? 
In barque with scanty freight, 
Perhaps it strayed by accident ; 
Perhaps it fled from banishment, 
By way of Behring’s Strait. 


Thou silent tomb of ages past! 
Must thy sealed book forever last, 


Nor yield its contents true ? 
4 
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How lived, and how, forgotten, died, 
Those myriads in life’s rushing tide? 
Echo!! Our theme pursue.— 


I like its French, with his good cheer, 
Its German, with his lager beer, 
Its burly Englishman ; 
Its Yankee —active, prying, “smart,” 
Its warm and generous Irish heart, 
Its Scot from Highland clan. 


I like its healthy, steady thrift ; 
No ups or downs or bankrupt shift, 
No fancy “bulls” or “bears ;” 
Its men of wealth, own what they own, 
Nor is it small, as may be shown; 
We have our millionaires. 


I love its rich surrounding plain, 

Where happiness and plenty reign, 
In cabin life begun ; 

JL love its glittering stars above, 

Its mellow moonlight, too; I love 
Its gorgeous setting sun. 


To Paris or imperial Rome, 
I it prefer, for it is home; 
Our home, it has a spell: 
I range the world, and yet I find 
On my return, this home to bind 
Me ever here to dwell. 


Yes, lovely city of the West! 

Here let me live, and die and rest, 
When summons comes to go: 

It is the place of places all, 

Or rich, or proud, or great, or small ; 
A paradise below. 
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“On with the dance! Let joy be unconfined!” 


The hall is ample; gilded arches shine; 
Columns and decorated walls combine 
To move the soul and swell the heart: 
The guests are many; salutations gay; 
And charms as lovely as the flowers of May, 
As quick they fade, as quick depart. 


Against the gorgeous lights suspended high, 
The diamonds flash that rival maiden’s eye: 
In dress what medley shades! The green, 
The black, the red, the violet, the blue, 
The crimson, white and pink, all fashioned true 
To native taste; a fairy scene: 


And (speaking in a whisper) we may say, 
Many a model bust décolleté, 

And sweeping train and farthingale ; 
And “rats” and ample “water-falls” are there ; 
And glossy locks of false or colored hair; 

And rouge to hide complexion pale. 


Behold the forms! The tall as Teneriffe ; 

The medium — graceful as the dancing skiff 
Upon the undulating tides ; 

The fleshy, robust, muscular and slim; 

The dwarf; the short and thick, but neat and trim 
As grace itself; the sylph that glides. 


The faces! Broad and oval; laughing, plumpy ; 
The long, the “hatchet,” and the short and stumpy ; 
The solemn, “ lantern-jawed,” and sainted ; 


52 


HOURS OF RECREATION. 


The intellectual, with the look refined ; 
The “tallow,” with the “stolid” well combined ; 
The merely plaster-paris painted. 


The noses! From the bony, peaked, prim, 

Through choicest model of the Grecian slim, 
‘To purple, pugilistic “mug” 

And from the Roman, boldly arching high, 

Through flat and broad, or twisted all awry, 
To short upturned, but jolly pug. 


Tremendous whiskers! O ye Turkish race, 
With shame behold, and shave thy hairy face! 
The gray, the brown, the sandy, brindle ; 
The long and bushy, and the short and thin ; 
“ Divine imperial” from the lip to chin; 
The moustache twisted to a spindle. 


The ties and chokers! Long the weary hours 

He spent before his glass, and yet the powers 
Prolonged the struggle ever new ; 

The hateful knot is tied and tied again, 

And still he labors on with might and main, 
Till full perfection springs to view. 


The characters! From mincing, nipping miss, 
With barely sense to simper —- very — yes, 
To scented fop with grinning glee ; 
The prude of forty with affected glances, 
The matron with an eye to-all the chances, 
The bride that is, or is to be. 


The coy advance of swain, sly ogle meets ; 
Young heart to beating heart responsive beats — 
Leer not, ye roguish looker on ; — 
The lips disclaim, while hearts betray the sigh ; 
Consenting fathers turn aside the eye; 
Avaunt, thou rival! Haste, begone! 
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But see that eye— that languish! That success 
In curls and tints! Voluptuous loveliness! 
_ Artfully artless smile— inspired ! 
Enthusiastic suitors swarm about her; 
While envious rivals curl the lip and flout her ; 
How perilous — to be admired! 


Such airs and affectations! Well, ’tis clear 
As sun at noon, the fatal day is near, 

When “ Captain Snipe” and “ Colonel Grand,” 
With painted dolls may mince, and ape, and smirk, 
And rush without restraint to—a la Turque, 

Throughout this “ broad and happy land.” 


Societies we organize, and lend 
The means, and far away the mission send 
The world to christianize and save ; 
While at our very hearths we should begin ; 
Here follies riot run, and social sin, 
That drag to shame and to the grave. 


But what avail in lofty tone to preach ? 
Or who, save high Omnipotence can teach 
The Mississippi flood to stay? 
The mighty shock of civil war is past; 
Its dire effects in social life will last, 
Till years on years have rolled away. 


Begone the serious! Let the dance begin: 
Softly the animating violin, 
The warbling flute, the heavy bass, 
The harp, unite in one voluptuous call, 
-To “Take your partners for cotillion,” all, 
Or in the dizzy waltz to chase. 


With bow and winning smile, no pen can tell, 
And “ Will you dance with me, sweet mademoiselle ?” 
“O no, dear Sir, it cannot be; 
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I am engaged at least four sets ahead.” 


“Then say the fifth ?” That face, how crimson red! 


As she responds, “ I-—I — will see.” 


Now fairy forms, and sparkling eyes so bright, 
And smiling faces, gaily all unite, 
In one harmonious mazy chime; 
And circling, bending, undulating swell 
Of merry dance, with its bewitching spell, 
Is beauty set to measured time. 


And can we doubt that this enchanting scene 

To virtue tends ? —as blushing here between 
The tender child and ripening years, 

These happy loved ones ply their nimble feet, 

And whirl, and laugh, and prattle on so sweet, 
And banish care and all their tears. 


Behold the graceful movements of the dance ! 

What other graces do they not enhance ? 
Exhilarating social pleasure! 

Let cynics frown and bigots chide their fill, 

The reason, common sense, approve it still — 
That cheerful and majestic measure. 


PROMOTION. 


And what the curse of every nation ! 
That deep disturbs in every station ! 
That spreads a woful desolation ! 
That has but one great palliation! 

*Tis war in all its wild commotion. 
What good is this to any nation ? 
What benefit to any station ? 
Who gain from this wild desolation ? 
Who reap the only palliation ? 

The officers in quick promotion. 


LOVE AND COQUETRY. 


LOVE AND COQUETRY. 


One only passion, unrevealed, 
With maiden pride the maid concealed, 
Yet not less purely felt the flame — 
O, need I tell that passion’s name! 
LADY OF THE LAKE. 
That tender passion! from its birth 
So light and restless, like the leaf 
In summer breeze ;— so full of mirth 
And ever glowing fancy, chief 
Among the first, all know its name — 
A spark, a flash of heavenly flame! 


A flame that nestles in the heart; 
That seems a self-ignited fire ; 
That scorns deceit and every art, 
And every foe that may conspire ; 
True love!—a furnace heated well, 
A passion language cannot tell. 


It springs at times, like opening flower, 
Like magnet trembles to its pole; 

It bursts, at times, like evening shower, 
And wildly rushes to the goal; 

And yet, if e’er so quick or slow, 

Effect the same —the flush, the glow. 


Like softest ray of rising moon, 
It steals into the tender heart ; 
Like melting beam of sun at noon, 
It quickly shoots through every part; 
Yet airy trifles drive it thence, 
As chilling drops will steam condense. 
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But is it not a silly freak, 

An impulse of the passing hour ; 
A gush of feeling, fancy streak, 

A sudden sweet, as quickly sour ; 
A flitting meteor in the air, 
That leaves no traces printed there ? 


And who can tell if love, in truth, 
Is basking in that heart sincere ? 
As thickly swarm those flattering youth, 
Must not the coquette then be near ;— 
To smile at one and smile at all, 
Like smiling portrait on the wall? 


It may be so; the social state, 
Suggests at.times deceitful air ; 

And who politeness will berate, 
Although deceit be lurking there ? 

Or who, if part be acted well, 

Can coquette from the lover tell ? 


Affection true, is often blind; 
And, let it never be forgot, 
At times the heart, when truly kind, 
Would rather be deceived than not ; 
Thus pride is soothed and self-esteem, 
By empty sighs that real seem. 


The sources of the mountain stream 
That oozy lurk among the bogs, 

Where strongest might of solar beam 
A contest wages with the fogs, 

In doubt if bog, or mud, or lake, 

Or stream, at last predominate ;— 


In silver thread at last are found, 
With murm’ring accents creeping slow, 
Then rushing on with many a bound 
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Into the circling pool below, 
Bright as the crystals of its bed, 
Or as the rainbow o’er its head : 


So love at first in maze obscure 

The labyrinth of the heart may trace, 
Nor feel its own existence sure, 

And doubtful of a resting place; 
Not knowing even what to say 
To a proposal, yea or nay ;— 


But soon.the current clear and strong 
Of purest love is fully seen, 
It swiftly bears the soul along 


Through flowery meads of living green; 


The crimson blush, the earnest stare, 
Are proof conclusive love is there. 


Two rivers on the mountain side, 
In giddy turbulence may dash 
From ledge to ledge in foaming tide, 
And sparkle in the sunlight flash ; 
And yet, before their race is run 
They calmly may unite in one: 


So love, in wild, ecstatic glee. 

May babble like the mountain brook ; 
Wring sighs from burning jealousy, 

And daggers from the rival’s look ; 
Yet truthful, loving hearts will tend 
In one to mingle at the end. 


The sweetest rose of blooming May, 
That blushes at the sunbeam’s kiss, 

That showers its perfumes o’er the way, 
And makes a heavenly world of this; 

That in the evening’s cooling shade 

With zephyrs dances masquerade ; 
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To her sweet charms must ever yield, 

Whose blooming tints, at bright eighteen, 
And flashing eyes are sword and shield ; 

Who, to be loved need but be seen ; 
Whose guileless heart with love does burn, 
Who loyes and is beloved in turn. 


As undulations of the lake, 
Obedient unto nature’s laws, 
When pebbles thrown, the surface break, 
Will circle round the central cause; 
And even when the cause is spent, 
Will still obey the impulse lent ; — 


So waves of pure affection roll — 

As free from guile as free from art — 
With first vibration in the soul, 

In circles round the human heart: 
O, whence the impulse—all benign ? 
One only source —’tis all divine. 


CHANCE AND DESIGN, 


Take all the letters in the alphabet — 
Those petty blocks the printers use: 
Take them without the form so careful set ; 
Take any number you may choose: 

And toss them loosely in the upper air, 
Upon blind chance in earnest call. 

Will chance direct their rapid circuit there, 
In figures or in words to fall ? 

Nay verily. Confused they rapid patter. 

Not mind but chance directs their noisy clatter. 
Nor words nor figure shape they gain. 

So when we have the proofs of clear design, 

We see no chance, but ruling hand divine ; 
Intelligence in order reign. 
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— Our rash faults 
Make trivial price of serious things we have, 
Not knowing them until we know their graye. 
ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 


‘* Earth has no hate like love to hatred turned, 
And hell no fury like a lover scorned.” 


THE SUNNY SIDE. 


Sweet is the nuptial morn. Now hearts are light, 
From dreams of bliss in wedded life begun ; 
The altar now performs its solemn rite ; 
The mystic ring now links the two in one; 
And longing hours of sentimental fiction, 
An echo find in closing benediction. 


«At home ;” assembled now a brilliant throng; 
Fair one, congratulations all are thine! 
And wit and repartee and laugh prolong 
The merry hours that swim in generous wine: 
All hearts exclaim with every foaming tide: 
Long life and health, thou lovely, happy bride! 


Adieu, the time is up; the parting kiss, 
For wedding tour, must close the festive scene: 
How flies the train with flying hours of bliss! 
How smiles the landscape in its dress of green! 
Tis night—’tis morn —a moment and “tis noon, 
For hours are minutes in the honey-moon. 


Now varied objects gaily shine around ; 
In fond affection lost are all our fears ; 
In changing scene new pleasures yet abound ; 
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In wild excitement now the world appears: 
So light the heart, the step so light and free, 
We scarcely touch, but skim along the lea. 


That playful fondness meets the stranger's eye; 
The soft contagion to his heart extends ; 
His breast is troubled with a heaving sigh, 
And proudest mind to Cupid’s sceptre bends: 
Monarchs have toiled for universal sway, 
But love, without an effort, gains the day. 


Observed of all observers; and the side, 
To which the busy tongue will ever tend; 
For well the air content betrays the bride, 
And courts congratulations without end. 
Then let us grant them, cheerfully, to bless, 
And swell the sum of human happiness. 


How sweet, in modest home, the honey-moon! 
Where pride is banished, and where wants are few ; 
Where pure affection, as a precious boon, 
Is true, and constant, and forever new: 
O where, but here, can Paradise be found! 
'’Tis heaven itself, begun on earthly ground. 


The months, the years, in social order move; 
The solid virtues crown the happy state ; 
And kindly voices echo wedded love, 
And smooth the path of life, and banish hate ; 
Domestic altar! let me ever share 
Thy love and peace, and worship ever there! 


THE STORMY SIDE. 


Now years have passed away, all years of toil 
And struggle— pain, and death perhaps, and woe; 
All years of sadness, sorrow and turmoil; 
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The buoyant heart is crushed, or neary so: 
The hopeful, joyful spring-time of affection, 
Is all forgot, o’erwhelmed in deep dejection. 


How many bitter, burning tears have worn | 
Deep in the soul, the ruts no time can heal! 
Its very vital strings are wrung and torn 
As by a tempest: Future woe or weal 
Are recklessly defied, for black despair 
Has left his footprints deep imbedded there. 


Where now those gay, those happy, charming hours, 
When friends their lively gratulations gaye ? 

When pleasures came*as come the summer showers? 
Haye they all sunk to an untimely grave? 

How could such love become so lifeless — cold? 

And was it truly love? or glitter — gold? 


How many praised the “eligible match,” 
And sent their costly “presents” for the name ; 
While others sneered and envied such a “catch,” 
And “set their caps” for like or better game; 
Assisted by those social pests — match-makers — 
Detested matrimonial wndertakers. 


“Has it escaped so soon! Do people know it! 
The very thought is crushing to the pride! 
We had our ‘spat,’ but labored not to show it ; 
Did we not ‘coo,’ and ‘love,’ and ‘dear’ beside ?” 
*'Twas all in vain; the world has read_1t all; 
Nor thin, transparent forms could hide the fall. 


“ And what a life since rose that nuptial morn! 
And what a hell our ‘happy’ home has been! 

O, would to Heaven we never had been born, 
Or that each other we had never seen! 

Or would to Heaven that you or I had died, 
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Before deceitful tongue your heart belied! 
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“Enough; we part! To meet again? No, never! 
Who can endure this living desolation ! 

The proudest hopes are blasted, and forever! 
Escape there is none but in separation ! 

These ill-assorted matches well suffice, 

For those eternal torments yet to rise.” 


“Seek not to reconcile; ’tis all too late! 
' O that our friends as one had never seen us! 
I fancied that I loved —but how I hate! 
I brave the worst—put worlds on worlds between us] 
Like disappointed love what can distress! 
Oh! blot away that passionate caress!” 


At last a full exposure — suit begun ; 
The double story must be told on paper — 
To some a scandal, but to others fun, 
Then dredge for gossip with a double scraper: 
Details disgusting, but which all may see; 
“QO, let it end, and hasten the decree!” 


But what decree? Lach thinks the case is clear: 
Perhaps the balance may the court perplex: 
Where’er it falls the blow will be severe; 
Then must it fall according to the sex ? 
Yes, let it fall, like gad on Balaam’s pony — 
Divorce a vinculo with Alimony. 


SAPPHO, 


The Star of Lesbian song! The charming Sappho! 
Ah! how thy glowing verse inspires the muse! 
Of all thy many rivals, not an echo, 
Can leave it doubtful which to choose. 
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Les rayons les plus doux 
Brillent au levez de l’aurore. 


HYPOLITE VIOLEAU. 
So full of mirth, so full of play ; 

With mind and heart so light and gay, 

And eyes that witchery betray ; 

And sprightly accents rolling on, 
Like birds their merry matin song, 
That sweet simplicity prolong : — 

In all your little griefs and joys, 

In all your sports among your toys, 

In giddy romps with girls and boys ;— 
When dearest friends behold — admire, 
And freely grant what you desire ; 
And touched as by a heavenly fire, 
The highest, fondest hopes aspire ; — 

As hfe sweeps on its rapid stream, 

And future prospects brightly gleam ; 

And love unfolds its morning dream, 

That ripens to meridian beam, 

And binds as by a law supreme ; — 

As years advance, and you shall see 
The fading foliage on the tree — 
The withered flowers upon the lea — 
And, drawing near, by fixed decree, 
The final bourne — eternity ; 

Then, little dove, REMEMBER MBE! 
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LIGHT INFANTRY. 


(ScpnE— The front Piazza.) 
The little ones will gather round, 
And play, and sit upon my knee, 
And then will run, and hop and bound, 
And chirp and twitter full of glee. 


And first there comes the little Posie, 
At roguish nine or more ; 

And then there comes the little Cosie, 
Just prattling into four; 

And next la petite enfante Josie, 
So shy, and now but seven ; 

And last, the smiling little Rosie, 
Just blushing into ’leven. 


But.stay — here comes the little Lillie, 
Now five and full of tricks; 

And with her also little Tillie, 
At restless number six; — 

And then the laughing little Fillie, 
Now eight and on the run; 

And last the sprightly little Millie, 
Now ten and full of fun. 


The innocents, how sweet they are! 

How free from guile, how free from care! 
But what their future? Who can tell ? 
Seek not to know; ’t will all be well. 


Let kindness ever hold the sway, 
And not the hardening rod; 

Teach them to walk in virtue’s way, 
And put their trust in God. 
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LALBUM D'UNE CANADIENNE. 


Speak but one rhyme, and I am satisfied. 
ROMEO AND JULIET. 
*Tis thought, it seems, a pretty thing, 
In rhyme to write, in song to breathe; 
To climb Parnassus’ height and bring, 
To beauty’s shrine poetic wreath. 


Lady, the rhyme is all I boast; 
The muse has ne’er inspired my heart; 
Dull prose, its strength and beauty lost, 
In form of yerse, my humble part. 


And yet the soul aspires to raise 
A worthy note— of love divine, 

Of hope, of friendship’s balmy days, 
Of—charms of mind and heart—like thine. 


A strain to virtue: Born on high, 

Our thoughts, affections, hopes, above 
It raises. Who its praise deny? 

Yet who are constant in its love ? 


Lady, adieu! If war again 

Should shake “the border,” and destruction, 
With fiery, fierce and gloomy train 

Assail us, this is thy protection. 


Present it, and the ruthless hand 
That dares to rise against thee, down 
Tll strike it; this the charm — the wand 
Thy sex to guard, the fair to crown. 
5 
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THE CONSOLATION. 


The liquid drops of tears that you have shed, 
Shall come again transformed to orient pearl. 
RIcHARD II. 


“Speak, mother —mother dear! 
Ah! it is all in vain; 
On earth I ne’er shall hear 
The voice I loved again.” 
VIOLA. 


In vain! O no; on zephyr’s wings 
Her voice salutes thine ear; she sighs 


For those she left behind, but sings — 
The tomb the pathway to the skies. 


Her eye is in the moon-beam’s glance; 
The twinkling stars her crown adorn ; 

Before her suns and systems dance; 
Around her smiles the risen morn. 


She walks the sea of glass above, 
She basks upon the heavenly plain, 
Where all is peace and all is love, 
And truth and God forever reign. 


Celestial harps of sweetest strain, 
Touch highest notes of rapturous song; 
Their mingled echoes soft complain — 
Viola, why your stay prolong? 


HKUCHRE. 


Around the table, under brilliant gas, 

We call the trumps or tricks in earnest tone ; 
If all our cards are poor we quiet pass; 

If good, we order up and play alone. 
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THE MAPLE TREE OVER THEWAY. 


The juicy groves 
Put forth their buds, unfolding by degrees, 
Till the whole leafy forest stands displayed 
In full magnificence. 


THOMPSON. 
Of the queen of the forest we sing — 
Of her robes and her royal array ; 
We hail the first buds of the spring, 
On the maple tree over the way. 


Next, the bloom of the summer is seen, 
Tho’ oppressive the heat of the day ; 
And clad in her foliage of green, 
Is the maple tree over the way. 


Then, the frosts of the autumn appear, 
When nature prepares for decay: 
And robed in her rich golden sear, 
Is the maple tree over the way. 


Then comes the drear season at last, 
With the storms of the chill winter’s day ; 
And they spare not, exposed to the blast, 
The maple tree over the way. 


A lesson from this may be drawn: 
The life that is blooming to-day, 

Very soon will be withered and gone, 
Like the Maple Leaves over the way. 
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THE DEATH OF A FRIEND. 
SIT TIBI TERRA LEVIS. 


Daughter of faith, awake, arise, illume 
The dread unknown, the chaos of the tomb. 
PLEASURES OF HOPE. 
Again the enemy hath bent his bow; 
Again we mourn a friend’s untimely fall , 
Again we feel the oft recurring woe ; 
Again we contemplate the end of all. 


The place he filled shall know him never more; 
Silent that voice, those lips nor smile or move ; 
We cherish, now, his many sufferings o’er, 
The ever dear memorials of his love. 


His faults and failings we forget; the tomb 
Shall hide them all; but, shiming as the sun, 
His many solid virtues shall illume, 
And cheer our path till life’s short race 1s run. 


Thou King of Terrors, let the loved ones stay! 
Ah! why so partial to the shining mark ? 

Is life so long that we must haste away ? 
Why glory in destruction— gloomy — dark ! 


And why may not those genial hearts, that blend 
Tn love and lasting friendship, that bestow 

On life, the charm that nothing else can lend, 
Escape that fatal, final, dreaded blow ? 


Friendship and love are Paradise begun ; 
A bliss that mortals with the angels share; ’ 

Thus linked with those above, may we not shun 
The grave? Just God! Thy NO is written there! 


THE SPAN OF LIFE. 


Pah SrAN.@ FLERE: 


Yet bright success awhile 


I give thee. 
COWPER’S HOMER. 


I give thee one illustrious day, 
One blaze of glory ere thou fadest away. 
_ Popn’s HOMER. 
The rays that first salute the morn — 
That scatter pearls along their way, 
Are dim, like future yet unborn, 
But hopeful of the rismg day: 
Thus gems, and future promise too, 
Are dimly seen in childhood’s years ; 
They shoot from indications true, 
But still are wrapped in hopes and fears. 


The sun that tells meridian tide — 
That sits enthroned in purest light — 
That darts his beams on eyery side, 
Is full of majesty and might: 
Thus, who to middle life belong, 
May fling to view what first began 
In early hopes — be wise, and strong, 
And good, and true to God and man. 


The sun that shoots to western main, 
With blazing banners full unfurled, 
And plunges there, to rise again, 
Bequeaths a lesson to the world: 
The man that sinks at last to rest, 
With ripened virtues full in bloom, 
Like sun that sinks beneath the West, 
Shall spring to life beyond the tomb. 
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“THE BURDEN OF *A* SIG 
RESURGAM. 


An angel’s arm can’t snatch-me from the grave ; 
Legions of angels can’t confine me there. 
YOUNG. 


When we on earth have run our race, 
And earthly visions flee ; 

And we are called upon to face 
That dread eternity: 


As we lie down, o’erwhelmed with pain, 
And feel the ebb of life; ; 
And care and human skill are vain, 
And flesh gives up the strife: 


As flickering lights more dimly grow, 
And stifled is the breath ; 
And feeble pulse more languid flow, 
Gi And feel the chill of death: 


As vain is found each earthly trust, 
Unworthy of the name; 

And these poor frames return to dust, 
To dust from whence they came: 


As to that resting place we go, 
That narrow house of gloom; 

And weeds, and grass, and wild flowers grow, 
On that forgotten tomb: 


Then lift Thine arm, Almighty God, 
And stretch it forth to save! 

Oh, let not Thine avenging rod, 
Be felt beyond the graye! 


SATURNALIA. ral 


SATURNALIA. 


Quelle guerre intestine avons-nous alumée! 
IN OMNIA PARATUS. 


Marshal each band thou hast, and summon more; 
Of war’s fell stratagems exhaust the whole; 
Rank upon rank, squadron on squadron pour, 
Legion on legion on thy foeman roll, 
And weary out his arm, thou canst not quell his soul. 
VISION OF DON RODERICK. 
The sweetest calm man e’er beheld 
Since first creation rose, 
We saw, when faction madly yelled 


For war’s conyulsive throes. 


Peace, plenty, comfort— all were here; 
We felt no chastening rod; 

And yet the dreadful scourge was near, 
Of an avenging God. 


And States are rocked by agitation, 
And threatening clouds appall ; 

And we must drink, this happy nation, 
The wormwood and the gall. 


As Saturn madly.would devour, 
His own dear progeny ; 
Columbia thus, in frenzy’s hour, 
Her sons—the brave, the free. 


And blame is here, and blame is there; 
Some more, some less to blame; 

Yet all the deep distress must share; 
If shame, the burning shame. 
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Our thirty millions one must stand — 
United stand or fall ; 

Once civil war invades the land, 
It must envelop all. 


Shall we sink down in degradation, - 
O’erwhelmed with taunts and jeers ? 
Never! Pour out a full libation, 
Of blood and burning tears! 


Far sounds the call, loud beats the drum, 
The nation’s heart rebounds; 

The strife—the crimson strife is come, 
The clash of arms resounds. 

e 

The spirit of the fathers wakes, 
From Independence Hall; 

Earth with the crash of battle quakes, 
The bravest, noblest fall. 


How vast the stake! Ho, ye that would be free, 
Now bravely strike for nationality. 

An infant late we stood, with hopes and fears, 
And then m youth, and then in riper years; 

And yet, tho’ strong, our strength we did not know, 
Till twice we grappled with the parent foe. . 
And still another test; that strength to show 

In foreign land, we strike at Mexico. 

Nor yet, with all had we the trial had 

Of rupture, treason, half the nation mad. 

But we have tried this fiery test at last ; 

Headlong we went, in boiling caldron cast. 
Mountains on foes in Heaven’s war were hurled, © 
So States on States in this our lower world. 

The nation reeling, to and fro, we see, 

And tremble oft for nationality. 

But sure, at length, to cheer the patiiot’s eyes, 
Behold her proud proportions pierce the skies! 


SATURNALIA. 


The strife was gloomy, terrible and drear; 
The storm once past, serener skies appear. 


We calmly now may count the cost, 
And what is gained, and what is lost. 


What though our men in arms were millions! 
With thousands upon thousands slain ; 

What though the cost we count in billions! 
The heavy loss may yet be gain. 


Our prowess, now, no mere suggestion, 
Or hint, or boast, to be denied ; 

Come, world in arms! and test the question, 
The fiercest storm we have defied. 


On thousand battle plains, and gory, 
Have freemen bravely fought and fell, 

*Tis mournful, but they tell the story, 
And who but says they tell it well! 


And now the fearful shock is o’er; 

The land that bled at every pore, 
Again with peace 1s blest ; 

Though myriads fell amid the gloom, 

They quiet fill the honored tomb ; 
Oh, peaceful may they rest! 


The arch of triumph, let it rise: 

Mount up, proud column, to the skies; 
Their deeds commemorate! 

Forget them! No, eternal shame! 

Blaze forth their each and every name ; 
Their fame perpetuate ! 


And freedom has outlived the storm, 
In fearless spirit and in form; 
Though sacrilegious hands, 
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Have dared to touch its sacred shrine, 
Not fearing man or wrath divine: 
The Constitution stands. 


And could it in the deadly strife, 
Like Eden’s flaming sword of life, 
Defend each vital part? 
Preventing each and every blow, 
If aimed, or by a friend or foe, 
From reaching to the heart ? 


It could; it did; it ever can, 

Defy the wrath and power of man, 
Their worst to hate or do: 

Note, who despotic scepters sway ; 

Freedom shall live and rule the day, 
If wise, and brave, and true. 


Nor from those dark and angry waves, 
In mockery of those patriot graves, 
Has despot rose to power: 
The storm abates and leaves us free; 
We still may boast our hberty, 
In this the peaceful hour. 


Note, despots of the earth, again: 

Behold those armies on the plain — 
See how they strike and die! 

But let them once unite their blows, 

And hurl them upon foreign foes; 
Such foes shall quickly fly. 


Our wish, our policy is peace, 

That this good land may yet increase — 
This land so broad and fair; 

Our friendship ever true shall be, 

But terrible our enmity ; 
Then rouse it ye who dare. 


SERENADE. 


The Union stands, above domestic foes ; 

It pales not, snaps not, from domestic throes ; 
It stands as firm as ever’: 

The bold —the wild fanatic shakes it not; 

Determined — fiery southron breaks it not; 
It shakes, it breaks, no never. 


Then let us gather round the fallen brave, 

And cast our garlands on his hallowed grave ; 
Let incense there arise ! 

And, as we chant aloud the victor strain, 

That all may hear—and earth, and rolling main, 
And those above the skies ; — 


Let ’s swear, by help of Him whom we adore: 
This Union — from the ocean shore to shore, 
From pole to tropic sun — 
This mighty Union of the States shall last, 
Till worlds on worlds are into ruin cast: 
THE UNION EVER ONE! 


SERENADE. 


The bright stars are gleaming above ; 
The moon sails along in her glory — 
Arrayed in her glory; 
And yet thou art sleeping, my love — 
Art creaming, my love — 
Ye hear not a lover’s sad story — 
A true lover’s story! 
Oh, dream of thy lover’s sad story! 
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How fresh and how balmy the air; 
My locks the soft breeze is caressing — 
So swéetly caressing ; 
And yet I am wild with despair — 
I die with despair ; 
And shall I despair of thy blessing — 
5 Or hope for thy blessing ? 
Oh, lend the sweet charm of thy blessing! 


Awake thee, nor true heart despise ; 
Art risen! The spell now is broken — 
The dark spell is broken ; 
I now catch a glimpse of thine eyes — 
A gleam of bright eyes, 
And throw thee a kiss as a token — 
Thy true lover’s token ; 
Oh, send me a kiss for a token! 


And now I must bid thee adieu; 

The curfew has told the long numbers — 
Now tells the short numbers; 

Oh, bid me my visit renew — . 
My song to renew ; 

Then sink to thy soft dreamy slumbers — 
The sweetest of slumbers; 

Oh, dream of me in thy soft slumbers! 


SPECIMEN OF POPULAR POETRY. 


I haint got no munny to da; 

And ive got a smal bil fur to pay. 
Last wek a little munny i had, 

If i had it now it wud mak me glad. 
At any rat it wudnt mak me sadder. 
It mite mak my crediter mor gladder. 


THE OBSTACLE-—SHADOWS OF CRIME, 


THE OBSTACLE. 


Oceans of bliss around us gently roll, 
When love sincere in all its power is felt ; 
When mind and plastic heart, and very soul, 
Of two in one together fondly melt. 


How cruel! if malignant star, or pride, 
Parental will, or fixed pre-occupation, 

Presents itself to check the genial tide — 
To bar the final— happy consummation. 


SHADOWS OF CRIME. 


La crainte suit le crime, et c’est son chatiment. 
VOLTAIRE’S SEMIRAMIS. 


I'll) haunt thee like a wicked conscience still, 
That mouldeth goblins swift as frenzy’s thoughts. 
TROILUS AND CRESSIDA.” 


His early youth was formed in virtue’s way, 
Nor tempting vice e’er led his feet astray ; 
Swiftly his years in happy quiet flew, 

Nor spot of leprous crime e’er felt or knew. 

And songs of praise are his, and pious thought, 
And offerings to the sacred altar brought ; 

And, fixed in firm resolve, his earnest soul 

Can sin withstand, though floods around him roll. 
As free from guile as saint or angel blest, 

He thinks of crime but only to detest. 

Of earthly goods he has enough, and more, 

He covets not his neighbor’s gold or store. 
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Perhaps his portion is the humble cot, 

Yet sweet contentment is his happy lot; 
Or, if in princely affluence he leads 

A life of ease, *tis marked by worthy deeds. 


In evil, fatal hour the tempter came — 
To touch, to taint, to load with endless shame ; 
To blacken innocence with crime and lies, 
To blast the hopes that reach beyond the skies. 
The purest fountain of the mountain top, 
Ts quickly curdled by the poison drop ; 
And once impregnate with the fatal grain, 
The dark solution wanders to the plain ; 
From thence around with foul, malarious breath, 
*T will spread and widen to the gates of death. 


The tempter comes: the first dim thought of crime, 
Disturbs the quiet of that soul sublime. ; 

He feels an agitation — tremor— dread, 

As if already to the prison led. 

The deepening shades collect around his soul; 

The darkening, turbid waters round him roll. 

He fears himself; he fancies others read 

His troubled thoughts, and watch the coming deed. 
His early virtues oft revive, but feel 

The tempter grasping with his hooks of steel. 

He struggles oft in tears and deepest grief, 

And dreads the never dying brand—A Thief. 

He reasons, doubts, resolves, but to the goal 

He steady moves, with loosened self control. 


His neighbor’s store secure before him lies, 
He furtive looks about him, takes, and flies. 
A chill, a shudder darts through all his frame; 
He hates the light, he hates his very name. 
In every breeze he hears the hue and cry ; 
He flies, and from himself he fain would fly 
His eye is often o’er his shoulder cast, 


SHADOWS OF CRIME. "9 


With horror stricken face and look aghast. 
His shadow keeps his steps in measured time, 
The ever present witness of his crime. 

His consciousness of guilt will quickly trace 
Suspicion of his crime in every face. 

Each unexpected touch — electric shock ; 
“Tm not the man,” he cries, to striking clock. 
The evening stars are but a hateful light, 
That drag his guilt to dreaded human sight. 
The smiling moon a mocking demon seems; 
His sweetest slumbers are but fitful dreams. 
Handcuffs and bolts and bars and shackles loom, 
From every quarter of his haunted room ; 
And specters, hydras, march before his eyes, 
As panting, stifled, on his couch he lies. 

« Avaunt!” he mutters with affrighted tone; 
He springs, he wakes— to find himself alone. 
He wakes as from suspended animation ; 

He wipes the heavy drops of perspiration. 
«“O, never dying worm, I pray depart, 

Or strike at once and sting me to the heart.” 


Now darker shadows flit across the room, 
And fill his troubled soul with frightful gloom. 
The tuneful cricket, innocent and kind, 
Shouts black perdition to his tortured mind. 
If silence reigns, its terrors but display 
The awful thunders of the judgment day. 


“A knock! DTmrtracked and found! It is the knell, 
That breaks the terrors of this midnight spell! 
To prison — dungeon — horrible relief! 
The fear is past —I know the worst: A thief! 
These solid walls and rays of light so pale, 
Are real now; they tell the heavy tale. 
Oh, that this narrow cell, so full of gloom, 
Were but the rest and quiet of the tomb! 
Oh come, thou grim destroyer, end the strife! 
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Stretch forth thy bony fingers —clutch my life! 
To mortal, sunk in crime, no tyrant thou! 

I gladly would embrace thee, here and now!” 
In vain; exposure — witness — proof of guilt — 
The verdict — sentence — all must yet be felt ; 
No burning tears of sorrow aught avail, 

As prying eye and curling lip assail. 


Perhaps the crime was murder — first degree ; 
“Hold, hold my reeling brain! Behold that sea 
Of human gore that floats and curdles round me! 
Its sickening, damning odors well confound me! 
See through its reeking mists — the beam —the halter! 
Toward the fatal drop I walk —I falter! 

A broken law with thunders rends the air; 
Around me gather clouds of black despair. 
Beneath my feet a yawning pit—the brink 
Invites my step —the step I take —I sink!! 
As being fails, as night invades mine eyes, 
One ray alone I see from angry skies ; 

The ray that shone to thief upon the tree; 
Oh, Star of Bethlehem, remember me!” 

* * ok * ok * * * 
Now motion, sense, vitality are past ; 

The mantle of the tomb is on him cast. 


FOOLS AND KNAVES. 


The largest number of our human kind, 

Must rank as foolish, or as weak in mind ; 
Or, of the crafty, pliant tools; 

And of the ruling few that steady rise, 

The knayes outnumber far the good and wise; 
And both subsist upon the fools. 

And tho’ in surly tone the fools may clamor, 

The anvil will be larger than the hammer. 
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If sometimes in the haunts of men 
Thine image from my heart may fade, 
The lonely hour presents again 
The semblance of thy gentle shade. 
BYRON. 
I take your book —of autographs: 


I take a look — at photographs. 


You here in happy order range, 
Your many friends, forever dear — 

For fleeting time and restless change, 
A precious, lasting souvenir. 


Permit me, too, to write my name; 
But where? with Jennie or with Mattie ? 
With Katie, Minnie, or with Pollie? 
No matter where, ’tis all the same, 
Whether with Nellie or with Hattie; 
Then put it here along with Molhe. 


The partial act no one can blame; 
All petty jealousy may cease ; 

Admiring all, we thus proclaim, 
A preference for a lovely niece. 


The memory of tender years — 
Those years that quickly fly, 

So full of hope, so free from tears, 
Can never, never die. 


Though far apart we wander, 
As time shall roll away; 
Our hearts no space can sunder, 
Our love can ne’er decay. 
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GIDEON’S BAND. 


He plays o’ th’ viol-de-gambo. 
TWELETH NIGHT. 
Oh, what is this unearthly noise, 
That sends affright thro’ all the city! 
They call it music—jovial boys, 
Just throwing off a lively ditty. 


The coach a sorry dragon seems ; 
The grays their every rib may tell; 

Ill-favored kine of Phar’oh’s dreams, 
Would scarce be found a parallel. 


The idle crowd will stand and gaze, 
The untied horses start and run ; 

The dogs will howl as in a maze, 
The wags pronounce it best of fun. 


A din of sounds—a wild confusion, 
From horn and trombone madly flung ; 
To quiet life a rude intrusion, 
Yet “b’hoys” must “ go it” while unhung. 


Then lash the horses to a trot, 

And bang away in loudest thunder — 
No matter who is pleased or not — 
. Till every ear is split asunder. 


Let stunning echoes rend the air, 
Let every pipe send forth a bray; 

Blow hard, no matter how or where, 
For every dog must have his day. 
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INTRODUCTORY AND VALEDIC- 
OY: 


Spoken at the Annual Examination of the 
BISHOP UNION SCHOOL, 


DETROIT, JUNE 28, 1867. 


INTRODUCTORY. 


Our Patrons ALL! In form of simple lay, 

We bid you welcome on this closing day. 

We now recount the labors of the year — 
Our earnest toil, in this the humble sphere. 

The germ of mind we here present to view, 

The swelling bud and fragrant bicssom too. 
Our course of study here is various, 

As business life is multifarious. 

Of ietters, arts and science, here we trace 

The outline—here we sweep the solid base. 
Here sweetly open on the mind of youth, 
The genial rays of elernental truth. 

*Tis like the rising moon upon the cye, 

When darkness flees and light invades the sky; 
Or like the cooling draught so rarely won, 
Amid the sands beneath a tropic sun: 

We quaff the waters of the sparkling pool, 

And bless the teacher of the public school. 
At times we deem ourselves already wise, 
And play the inkhorn with pedantic cries ; 

And for one mighty self all wisdom claim, 

As if already on the rolls of fame; 

The many dry details of books we spurn, 
And coolly ask, what more there is to learn. 
The cure for this may be applied at once; 
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The pointed question sinks us to the dunce, 
Suffused with blushes of the deepest hue, 

To see how small the sum of all we knew. 
When thinking minds in friendly contest meet, 
The truth revealed will banish self-conceit. 

No exclamation, then, how fast we grow! 

But simply this, how little do we know! 

And thus with patient effort press we on, 

Till many weary days and weeks are gone. 
Though oft discouraged, earnestly we tell 
The plodding round, and in the end excel. 

As cities by the spark are set on fire, 

So from electric flash our minds aspire. 

Those simple letters, twenty-six in all— 

Ah, how the untaught urchin they appall — 
Are elemental powers, unbounded, vast, 

In which a Webster’s solid fame was cast. 

We learn to dot the ‘‘1” and cross the “t” 

We sometimes try a task at poetry ; 

But while in unpretentious rhyme we sing, 

The soul may rise as on the eagle’s wing. 

Here we may count the seconds of the years ; 

Here we may trace the orbits of the spheres ; 
Here we may weigh a world, divide a fraction ; 
Here learn the proper end of human action. 

And yet, dear friends, we see and deeply feel 

Our nothingness ; and now to you appeal. 
Thrice welcome, then, your happy smiles and cheers ; 
Your sympathy removes our anxious fears. 

We pass the test of this examination, 

If we can win your kindly approbation. 


VALEDICTORY. 


INDULGENT FrienpDS! Our yearly work is done; 
The goal we touch, the victory is won. 
Strong was the hope and strong the moving cause, 
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To reach that goal with honor and applause. 
Defects are the exception, not the rule, 

In any well conducted Union School. 

Perhaps you would prefer it more “select.” 

The child from “ yulgar contact” to protect ; 
But child, to manhood grown, will soon be hurled, 
Against an unselect and heartless world. 

This point we hold, refute it if you can, 

The public school’s the place to make the man. 
How broad the field that here before us lies, 
Where thoughts in never ending progress rise! 

A never ending work of new creations, 

A yast, a boundless range of combinations! 

By patient thought true knowledge we coerce ; 
*Tis simple thought that rules the universe. 

Where’er in life successful men abound, 

There thoughtless men are rarely to be found. 
We grant misfortune may perform a part, 

Depress the resolution, chill the heart ; 
With gloom and darkness shroud the future life, 


And make the prize seem hardly worth the strife: 


Yet still, success is mainly in the man; 
Whoever says he will, will find he can. 

Say you, not all can rank among the great? 

They need not; virtue this may compensate. 
The laws of worthy action, and of mind, 
And heart and body —all are here combined. 

We test the truth by process analytic; 

We re-adjust the parts in mode synthetic ; 
The whole —a happy order of induction — 
The true Baconian method of instruction. 

A yaried social life we here embrace; 

See true politeness beam in every face ; 

And see in every scholar, if you scan, 

The little lady — little gentleman. 
And higher culture here is unconfined ; 
The drawings on the walls adorn the mind. 
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The moral, too, is not neglected here ; 

In proper case, the right, the wrong appear. 
From golden rule, the wrong we here eschew ; 
We learn the just, we learn the good and true. 

In public spirit, too, our souls aspire ; 

We feel the glow of patriotic fire. 

While other sterling virtues here expand, 
We learn to love our own, our native land. 

Its manly freedom here we learn to cherish; 

Oh, far the day when liberty shall perish ! 
Inspire, Oh gentle Goddess! every heart, 

In thy defence to act a worthy part. ‘ 
And higher still our daily teachings tend ; 
They show the pathway to the happy end. 

The law divine is ever kept in view, 

In all the various studies we pursue: 

They gently flow like sweet Siloa’s stream, 

Fast by the radiant light of heavenly beam. 

The jarring discords of the sects they shun, 

But point unerring to th’ Eternal One. 

While thus the subject vast before us lies — 

From center earth to yonder vaulted skies ; 
While we the harvest proudly gather now, 
Like tempting burden on the autumn bough ; 

Yet, patrons—friends! Your gracious presence here, 

Has crowned the many labors of the year. 

Their fruits upon the future age shall tell; 

Oh, may you live to see them !— 

FARE YOU WELL. 


WEBSTER. 


How sweet your Anglo-Saxon sounds ; 
With Shakspear’s diction all the same: 
It rings your name to farthest bounds; 
It gives your thoughts undying fame. 
And tho’ you sleep, you wise admonish still, 
Like your majestic shaft of Bunker Hill. 


JULY FOURTH, 1867. 


iin (HOU REE: 
1867. 


Spoken at the Annual Examination of the Cass Union School; 


Detroit, June 28, 1867. 


Awake, anew, Columbia’s anthems! 
Let future ages catch the strain; 

Hail, sons of freedom, hail ye millions! 
The nation’s birth-day dawns again. 


Now hear the loud artillery booming ; 
Hear church-bell, clarion, fife and drum ; 

See rockets, bonfires; grand commotion ! 
For lo! our jubilee is come. 


To Seventy-Six cast back the vision ; 
Behold that brave, devoted band! 
With what heroic, firm decision, 
Like men, like demi-gods they stand! 


That gloomy night of revolution, 
With all its terrors grimly cast! 

Weak hearts may shun the dread solution, 
But stout ones brave it to the last. 


Tho’ Britain threat the traitor’s halter, 
And spread a fierce, consuming fire; 
Her foes are men that never falter, 
To fame immortal they aspire: 


In darkest hour of tribulation, 
They grasp the future, grand and free ; 
Of many States—one mighty Nation: 
Come, celebrate our jubilee! 
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“Press on to greatness and to glory,” 
Upon the stars and stripes unfurled, 
Foretells a proud but simple story, 
To friends of freedom thro’ the world. 


This broad domain is truly ample, 

The richest that the world has known ; 
And July Fourth a bright example, 

To such as still in fetters groan. 


Our freedom was our own creation ; 
The fathers gained it, we maintain ; 

Maintain, though tossed by agitation, 
Like barque upon the rolling main :— 


Maintain, though sectional defection 
May thirst and strike for brother’s blood ; 
True hearts shall be its firm protection, 
Through raging tempest, sweeping flood. 


The storm may threaten desolation — 
Spread wild destruction far and wide; 
And yet the work of restoration, 
Shall rise above the surging tide. 


To God of Armies let us render, 
The glory, honor, lasting praise ; 

He is our Rock, our sure Defender, 
To him our highest song we raise. 


Then strike anew Columbia’s anthems! 
The nation’s birth-day dawns again ; 

On each return, Oh, shout ye millions! 
Let distant ages swell the strain. 


BATTLE AT THE RIVER RAISIN, 


January. 22, 1813. 
* 


Spoken at the Annual Examination of the Barstow Union School; 


Detroit, June 28, 1867. 


Now gleam and thunder, from afar, 

The threatening clouds of savage war ; 

The war-whoop and the wild hurrah, 
Proclaim the rising gloom. 


Now waves on high the savage crest ; 

Reyenge now heaves the savage breast ; 

His race now send their high behest — 
The white man’s bitter doom. 


And yet that small but fearless band, 

Is there, with firm resolve, to stand, 

The bulwark of their native land, 
Whatever may betide. 


Then let the deadly bullet fly — 

The arrow sing along the sky: 

They echo back the battle cry, 
The issue they abide. 


Now sweep the red men o’er the plain, 
And Proctor’s columns charge amain, 
And rifles rattle, and again, 

The deafening cannon boom. 


And Raisin’s banks are heaped with dead, 
And Raisin’s flood is dyed with red ; 
Brave warriors find a lowly bed — 

The soldier’s honored tomb. 
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Though victory we cannot boast, 

Yet hold the field at any cost; 

Oh, yield it not till it has lost, 
Its very last defender! 


That fearful shout, that fiendish yell! 
As from the very gates of hell! 
Alas! too plainly they foretell, 

The folly of surrender. 


Enough; the vanquished yield the strife, 

Assured of safety and of life ; 

’Gainst tomahawk and scalping knife, 
The Briton’s faith is given. 


That faith is not an empty sound ? 
Then where shall treachery be found ? 
Speak! whitening bones, above the ground, 
Denied for months the burial mound, 

Is Britain’s honor riven ? 


Victors! the torture, slaughter, ply! 
All your infernal engines try! . 
Wring out the deep, the cursing sigh ! 
Call down the vengeance of the Sky! 
Just retribution now is nigh — 

Defeat and burning shame. 


Ho! Chiv’lry of the West, awake! 
Your country calls, the plow forsake, « 
The yictor’s vaunted power to shake ; 
Beside the Thames his ranks shall break ; 
Avenge the torture and the stake! 
And forest, prairie, river, lake, 

Shall swell your lasting fame. 
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fHE TINY HAL UPON THE BROW. 
1867. 


That elfin crown, so light and neat, 
Might well a fairy queen endow; 

With flower or plumage all complete — 
The tiny hat upon the brow. 


It rides the chignon lifted high, 
Like regal bonnet on the prow, 

Triumphantly; yet some decry, 
This janty chapeau on the brow. 


The crusty cynic we may see, 

Bent fiercely on “domestic row,” 
Who calls it, in his fiendish glee, 

A cabbage leaf upon the brow. 


Ah, what a stupid cabbage head, 
That to perfection will not bow! 

Could he admire, so vulgar bred, 
This true perfection on the brow! 


Its color — texture — delicate, 
Like bloom of summer on the bough; 
Behold, the prince of courtly state — 
This bloom of roses on the brow! 


Thou snowy cap of alpine peak, 
That glitters in the sunlight now, 
To rival this no longer seek — 
This beacon light upon the brow! 


Like crest upon the foaming tide; 
As evanescent all allow; 

Yet when it decks the lovely bride, 
Oh, bridal garland on the brow! 
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The use need not our souls perplex ; 

Its taste no one can disallow ; 
Enough, it crowns the gentler sex— 
- A crown of glory on the brow. 


And yet that blooming cheek below, 
Far, far outshines it all avow; 

No art can rival nature’s flow, 
Not diadem upon the brow. 


THE WHISTLE OF THE TRAIN. 


The time is up, the friends are near, 
To bid adieu again, 

As soon as we again shall hear, 

So welcome to the waiting ear, 
The whistle of the train. 


Impatient now we long have stood, 

To catch the cheerful strain, 
That echoes from the distant wood, 
And fills the air as with a flood, 

The whistle of the train. 


They come! the whirling smoke we see, 
As in a hurricane; 

And yelling in ecstatic glee, 

So wild, and shrill, and bold, and free, 
The whistle of the train. 


A moment only now to stay, 

For naught can here detain ; 
A word is all that we can say; 
A parting kiss; it calls away — 

The whistle of the train. 
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The air is calm, the day is bright, 

No sign of gloomy rain; 
And like the arrow is our flight, 
To instant death, perhaps, despite 

The whistle of the train. 


*T were wiser far to check our pace, 

Our eagerness restrain ; 
If “switch” or “draw” be out of place, 
It sounds a knell, in frightful race, 

The whistle of the train. 


The gentle kine are on the way; 

Put on the “brakes” amain ; 
* Cow-catcher ” will quick work essay, 
Unless they instantly obey, 
The whistle of the train. 


The nimble deer is on the track, 
His forest to regain ; 
He springs as from pursuing pack, 
And distant leaves behind his back, 
The whistle of the train. 


On every side the whirling land, 
The hamlets of the plain ; 
The rural village is at hand ; 
They wait, that crowd upon the stand, 
The whistle of. the train. 


While thus from home we travel far, 
For pleasure or for gain ; 

We take, at night, the “sleeping car;” 

Then howls, our slumbers to debar, 
The whistle of the train. 
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And when in nightly shadows deep, 

We long have restless lain ; 
And heavy hours upon us creep ; 
How mournful, in a fitful sleep, 

The whistle of the train! 


We dash among the mountains high, 
And hear that wild refrain ; 
From ledge to ledge the echoes fly ; 
It starts the eagles in the sky — 
The whistle of the train. 


It sounds as from the burning throne ; 
Of Pluto’s gloomy reign ; 

Or like a giant’s deepest groan, 

From depths of mortal anguish blown, 
The whistle of the train. 


And yet how pleasant is the yell, 
And free from every pain, 
When “home, sweet home,” it deigns to tell, 
And rings it out through gorge and dell 
The whistle of the train. 


We have it when the trip is o’er, 

The whistle “on the brain ;” 
Like motion of the ship, ashore; 
We hear that oft recurring roar, 

The whistle of the train. 


FLUNKIES. 


Of all the flunkies that beset our life, 
That lowest crawl in most unworthy strife; 
Where self respect should ever clearly gleam ; 
The flunky to a judge we hold supreme. 
The inward sense of all the lousy tribe, 
Is favor in return—a simple bribe. 
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SCIEN CE. 


To learn the laws 
Of nature, and explore their hidden cause. 
. DRYDEN’S OVID. 
“ Harp of a thousand strings,” awake, 
And fling thy melodies afar! 
For theme, the world of science take, 
From center earth to blazing star. 


«Proud Science!” wonders hast thou wrought ; 
Inventions to perfection brought ; 
The curious brought to view ; 
And powers and combinations latent, 
Hast well displayed and crowned by patent, 
Asif for something new. 


See how unerring laws, in nature’s plan, 

Are clear unfolded by the Artisan! 

Proud Mathematics, with a stretch sublime, 
Would touch the utmost verge of space and time. 
Says Archimedes, “ give whereon to stand, 

I raise the seas, the mountains and the land.” 
Invoked by Chemist in his lab’ratory, 

See plastic Nature tell her simple story! 

The fruits of science are on every hand ; 

They well improve and beautify the land ; 

And yet with all the wealth they now have told, 
Far greater still the future shall unfold. 


Mount Cenis well may beg for grace, 
The gnawing worm is at his base ; 
The engime and the whirling car 
Shall soon defy the Alpine bar. 


96 HOURS OF RECREATION. , 


Pacific Railway! That stupendous plan ! 
With proud expectant banners broad unfurled! 
A work that shall the Rocky Mountains span, 
And change the trade and commerce of the world. 


The bridge, across that mighty river, 
That proudly bears Victoria’s name, 
With base and strength to stand forever, 
May well bespeak a world-wide fame. 


Pass up that rapid tide, 

Ontario — pass it o’er, 
And take your stand beside 

Niagara’s deafening roar. 
Look through those misty showers ; 

That eddying surge behold ; 
And see those lofty towers, 

Upon those banks so bold. 
The master-work of man! 

Look at it, never fear ; 
See in that graceful span, 

Triumphant Engineer! 
Behold the slender strands, 

The net work and the bow! 
Can they maintain their bands, . 

Above that flood below ? 
And see that train — that goes — 

Majestic — o’er the deep! 
One thread—it snaps — suppose — 

Ye gods! The horrid leap! 


The Telegraph — the chief of wonders: 

The hghtning’s flash without its thunders. 
Distance, what is it? Next to naught ; 
And weeks are into seconds brought. 

At once a fact or thought has birth; 
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This nervous system of the Earth, 
Will dart it forth, and far and wide ; 
And e’en across the ocean tide. 
For be it known, we shall be able, 
Ere long to lay Atlantic Cable: 
We have! |The victory is won! 
In Sixty-Six the work is done. 


And next in wonder and in worth, 

The Power of Steam stands boldly forth ; 
With bit and rein, like foaming steed, 
The loom, the forge, the ship to speed. 

With heavy car and thund’ring train, 

It dashes wildly o’er the plain ; 
And ledge and forest, gorge and dell, 
All stand affright to hear it yell. 


Now harnessed for the rapid flight, 
And belching fire and smoke, 
It comes — ’tis here —’tis out of sight, 
Like flash of sabre stroke. 
A train ahead! Switch out of place! 
Or draw in bridge— so rash! 
It plunges on in frightful race — 
; A shriek! A murd’rous crash! 
And now the Coroner is seen, 
With his devoted twelve, 
To sit him down with gravest mien, 
Into the facts to delve. 
They seem to know their office well, 
*Tis simply not to see; 
Or if they see, *tis not to tell, 
And let the matter be. 
“The dead are mute, their friends are far ; 
Then why should we berate, 
And place within the felon’s bar, 
The influential great ? 
fi 
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The proofs are clear — before our face, 

Yet verdict all the same ;— 
This was an accidental case ; 

We find — No ONE TO BLAME.” 


Proud Science, too, with me and pendant lead, 
Surveys the deepest, darkest ocean bed; 

Explores the valleys, tells where mountains rise, — 
That seem, beneath the flood, to pierce the skies* 
Detects the treacherous sands, the island curves; 
The varying currents carefully observes: 

Familhar chats with myriad finny train — 

With pearls, and wrecks o’erwhelmed beneath the main. 


Science, again, amid the furious strife, 

Of wind and wave, that threatens every life, 
Erects, above the all-deyouring flood, 

The bow of hope—the promised boon of God. 


And Science, too, with slim and lengthened probe, 
Has pierced the solid strata of the globe ;— 

Those strata that unnumbered years have told, 
For hidden streams of wealth and shining gold. 
The Earth shall eyer yield the rich increase ; 

The surface will respond the “ Golden. Fleece ” 

To honest toil; the mine will also bring, 

The Israelitish calf, the glittering King, 

To avaricious throng, with pomp and glare, 

For high, and low, and base, who worship there. 


And Science swings his tube on high, 
And sweeps his view across the sky, 
And clear unfolds to human eye, 

‘Infinity sublime ; 
And whirling planets, far and vast, 
On axis and in orbits cast, 
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Whose music shall forever last — 
A glorious—heayenly ckime. 
Say — Astronomic Devotee! 
Can you not stretch enough to see, 
The Great — Eternal — One in Three, 
Upon His starry throne? 
Ah, no! your vision multiply 
Into itself, and still you try 
In vain; and yet His reign is nigh; 
*Tis everywhere alone. 


Alas, Great God! what puny worms we are! 
The flitting mote; the very dust; yet dare 
We oft, Thy mighty~’venging arm laid bare, 
When nothing else can save: 
As we among the whirling planets soar, 
And comets blazing far, let us adore 
Thy wond’rous power and goodness evermore ; 
And live beyond the grave! 


RETIREMENT. 


When upright life has gained its ends, 
Then sweet the calm that evening life attends. 
The sturdy ship that waves have tost, 
On every stormy coast, 
At last to quiet harbor come, 
To cast an anchor in a happy home. 
The years of struggle hard, 
Have treasured up a fair reward ; 
A competence have given, 
Of goods on earth and faith in heaven. 
Now books are dear, and conversation, . 
And quiet contemplation, 
All serious care may now be laid aside, 
As tides may fall and rise ; 
And expectations calm the close abide, 
With anchor firmly in the skies. 
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TRIBUTE TO THE MEMORY 


oF 
CHARLES VINE DE PUY: 


Suggested by a visit to his grave, at Addison, Steuben County, N. Y., 
August 12, 1868. 


Sleep on, brave boy! In quiet sleep ; 
No battle storm disturbs thee now; 
The drooping pines around thee weep — 

Above that fevered, pallid brow. 


Upon the Rappahannock shore ; 
In Sherman’s legions firmly set ; 

Thou heard’st the battle’s deafening roar, 
Undaunted every foeman met. 


The harmless bullet past thee flew, 

And harmless burst the gleaming shell, 
As dark the storm of battle grew, 

And thousand braves around thee fell. 


And yet the miasmatic damp, 
The wet, the chill, of nightly bed, 
In ill supplied, uncovered camp, 
Have numbered thee among the dead. 


Thy country’s cause was also thine, 
When duty called thee to the war: 

Sleep on, brave boy! Thy name shall shine, 
In honor’s roll like evening star. 


~ Above thy dust the rose shall bloom ; 
The breezes rock thy soul to rest: 
Thy mem’ry casts a sweet perfume, 
As from the kingdom of the blest. 


TEUCHSA GRONDIE: — 


A 
‘ 


Lecenpary Poem. 


TEUCHSA GRONDIE: 


im Legendary Poem: 


HISTORICAL PREFACE. 


It is stated, under the title “ Detroit,” in “ Appleton’s 
Encyclopedia,” that the river Detroit was first visited by 
the French in the year 1610. 

While in the absence of record or written evidence, the 
exact time at which this river was first visited by Euro- 
peans must remain to some extent a matter of conjecture, 
there can be no deubt that it was reached by explorers or 
wandering missionaries, or, perhaps, by fugitives, about 
the time named in the “Encyclopedia.” Mr. Bancroft, 
under date of 1615 and 1616, remarks that “ Le Caron, an 
unambitious Franciscan, the companion of Champlain, had 
penetrated the land of the Mohawks, had passed to the 
North into the hunting-grounds of the Wyandottes, and, 
bound by his vows to the life of a beggar, had, on foot or 
paddling in a bark canoe, gone onward and still onward, 
taking alms of the savages, till he reached the rivers of Lake 
Huron.” 

It is thus seen that Le Caron was a venturesome ex- 
plorer, and we should not infer from the above quotation 
that he first reached Lake Huron by way of the Ottowa and 
Lake Nippising. In penetrating the land of the Mohawks, 
he doubtless made the acquaintance of all the five nations 
of the Iroquois, and he may thus have reached as far west 
as the Seneca Lake and the Genesee river, and even as far 
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as Niagara—ground then occupied by the Senecas. He 
must have learned of the water communication by the 
Detroit river to the Huron nation on the Matchedash, now 
Georgian Bay, where the principal French mission was 
planted about the time named. While, therefore, the most 
direct route to the Huron nation and the Upper Lakes was 
by way of the Ottawa from Montreal, yet, as Le Caron vis- 
ited the hunting-grounds of the Wyandottes, which, ac- 
cording to the further statement of Mr. Bancroft, were 
on the peninsula inclosed between Lakes Erie, Ontario 
and Huron, I think. it reasonable to infer that he or some 
of his associates, or some other equally bold adventurers 
who are now unknown to fame, made the voyage from 
Niagara around by the Detroit river to the Upper Lakes as 
early as the year 1615, and probably as early as 1610. 

And although the author of the article entitled ‘“ De- 
troit” in the “ Encyclopedia” does not give his authority, 
yet it is fair to presume that he had good authority of some 
kind for the statement to which reference has been made. 

We are informed by several writers, among whom Goy. 
Colden, Father Hennepin, Mr. Schoolcraft, Mr. Lanman 
and Mrs. Sheldon. may be named, that when the site of De- 
troit was first visited by Europeans, it was occupied by an 
Indian village called Teuchsa Grondie. Of the origin and 
antiquity of this village, of its annals and history, or of the 
vicissitudes through which it may have passed prior to. its 
discovery by Europeans, we have no account whatever, not 
even such as shadowy tradition often furnishes in respect 
to ancient villages and other localities. 

The word itself is spelt differently by different authors, 
but generally its orthography is that given herein. I have 
made considerable effort by inquiry and by correspondence 
to ascertain the origin or deritation and the signification of 
the word, but without entire success. Itseems to be a com- 
pound word, drawn, perhaps, from several Indian languages 
or dialects. Its original sense or meaning seems to have 
been that of mingled surprise, gratification and exclama- 
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tion, at beholding for the first time, or after a long absence, 
a picturesque view, and a beautiful scene of nature; such 
an expression as one might naturally use in passing through 
such a strait as the Detroit, or in standing on one of its 
banks—fringed as they were with noble forests, adorned in 
some places with rich and extended meadows, and other- 
wise abounding in the wild luxuriance of nature—as much 
as to say, Teuchsa Grondie, what a charming spot! what 
a lovely scene! ’ 

We have no detailed account of this village even after it 
was discovered by Europeans, though it is often alluded to 
in the course of historic narrative. A village bearing such 
aname im this locality is once mentioned as a depot for 
military supplies, and we are led to infer that it had some 

_ sort of temporary fortification, such as might protect sup- 
plies from unfriendly spoliation, but which would be of lit- 
tle avail against the warlike assaults of public enemies. 

It is most probable that the village continued here dur- 
ing all of the first half of the seventeenth century, and even a 
few years later, but how it disappeared, or at what exact 
time it ceased to exist, leaving no traces behind it, we have, 
so far as I am aware, no authentic account whatever. 

Cadillac arrived here and founded Detroit in the year 
1701. He represents the place as then abandoned, thus 
clearly indicating that it had been occupied, and that re- 
cently, by a village which had disappeared. At least it is 
a clear indication that this locality was distinguished from 
the shore above and below by some such peculiarity. It 
may be here remarked that the place was well known to 
the Iroquois by its ancient name, for we find in public doc- 
uments of the State of New York that about the time 
Cadillac founded Detroit, they repeatedly complained that 
the French had taken possession of and had fortified Teuchsa 
Grondie. 

La Salle passed through the Detroit river for the first 
time in the month of August, A. D. 1679. It does not ap- 
pear that he landed on either shore of the river, but as 
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much game was taken by his crew it is reasonable to sup- 
pose that he did land in several places. Mr. Bancroft 
states that he even debated whether he should plant a col- 
ony on this river. But in the account of his voyage no 
allusion is made to any village on or near the present site 
of Detroit. 

In a correspondence with Mr. Parkman, he informs me 
that a map of Detroit river, which was made as early as 
the year 1671, gives no indication of a village on the site 
of Detroit. These early maps must be received with some 
grains of allowance, as they were sometimes made as mere 
outline sketches without an actual survey or examination ; 
and Mr. Parkham justly remarks in one of his letters to me, 
that there certainly would have been an Indian settlement 
on this river whenever a prevailing peace rendered the po- 
sition safe for such a purpose. 

The village of Teuchsa Grondie, therefore, must have 
been destroyed, abandoned or withdrawn sometime after 
this river was first visited by Europeans, and probably 
before the making of the map, referred to by Mr. Parkman, 
in 1671, 

That there was such a village here there is abundant evi- 
dence, among which the Indian mounds may be reckoned. 
These mounds were usually constructed .as burial places 
near the villages, and there were, from time immemorial, 
and down as late as the fore part of the present 19th cen- 
tury several of these mounds, one or two of which were 
quite large, on or about the sand hill, which is the present 
site of Fort Wayne, on the westerly bank of the river about 
three miles below the city of Detroit. Of these mounds— 
the mysterious. and interesting monuments of forgotten 
ages — we have no historical account, any more, nor even 
as much as we have of our long since departed village of 
Teuchsa Grondie. ; 

The Huron Nation on the Matchedash and the French 
‘mission there were destroyed and utterly dispersed by the 
Iroquois in the year 1649. After that event the war and 
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hunting parties of the Iroquois doubtless made frequent 
excursions by way of the Detroit River, to the Upper Lakes, 
and probably to the Missouri and Illinois Rivers, and other 
head waters of the Mississippi. The Iroquois were haughty, 
dangerous and generally hostile visitors, and no doubt it 
then became exceedingly unpleasant and dangerous, if not 
impossible, for the Teuchsa Grondie Indians to remain 
longer in their pleasant village on the banks of the Detroit. 
Perhaps they withdrew voluntarily, and perhaps they were 
driven away to some less dangerous and at the same time 
less attractive locality in the wilderness. 

That Cadillac, on his arrival here, and even La Salle in 
in his voyage 22 years before, did not report local indications 
of an ancient village here is not surprising. La Salle was 
not in search of such indications, and it is not probable 
that he landed on the spot at all. When Cadillac came, the 
place, as he says, was abandoned, and it had doubtless then 
been unoccupied for 30 or 40 years. The ground had pro- 
bably grown up to brushwood and small timber, and it may 
haye presented the appearance of a small prairie, like many 
other wild meadows on both margins of the river. If in 
either of these conditions it would not be likely to attract 
attention. Furthermorg, it is well known that Cadillac 
came here in some sort as an aggressor, against the wishes, 
interests and protests of the Iroquois and their English 
allies; and it is quite likely that he did not care to report 
the evidences he found of pre-occupation, or even to investi- 
gate the subject closely, for fear of being annoyed by adverse 
claims of title. 

That there is no other evidence reported of an ancient 
village in the locality is for other reasons no ground for 
surprise. The Indians, in this section at least, had no 
wells or cellars or metallic utensils or earthenware, the rem- 
nants of which are the usual indications of towns. The 
mound was the monument they left of their ancient villa- 
ges, and these, as before stated, they left in abundance. 
Their huts were usually constructed of light poles and 
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covered with bark which a fire could and often did sweep 
away in a few minutes, but which were often carried away 
by their occupiers to be set up in other localities. This 
village may have been destroyed by the Iroquois or by the 
hostile inroad of some other nation. It may haye been 
destroyed by its owners to prevent its falling into the hands 
of an enemy. It may have been in whole or in part 
removed by them. It may even have been abandomed as 
it stood, in which case it would soon fall to decay and 
entirely disappear. 

On the whole I conclude as a reasonable deduction from 
all the facts and circumstances surrounding the question, 
that when the French first arrived here there was such a 
village on the present site of Detroit; that we know noth- 
ing of its numbers, its power or its history prior to the year 
1610, and very little after that time; that anterior to the 
period of which any written reference is made to it, it was 
probably a resort and perhaps a rendez-vous for European 
explorers and adventurers, and a theatre for irregular mis- 
sionary effort; and it was abandoned and ceased to be 
occupied, and even ceased to exist some time after the year 
1649, when the Huron Nation was destroyed by the Iroquois, 
and before the map referred to by,Mr. Parkman was made 
in 1671. 

It is well known that in later days—in the last part 
of the 17th and during a large part of the 18th century — 
there were several small villages of the Wyandottes, Otta- 
was, Hurons, and Pottawattomies, and perhaps of other 
tribes, on both shores of the Detroit River. It is not im- 
possible, or even improbable, that one of these villages may 
have been known by the old and long-cherished name of 
Teuchsa Grondie; and it is quite possible that some of the 
old writers may confound such modern village with the old 
town of the same name, which, in former years, had stood 
on the site of Detroit. If such be the facts however, they 
detract nothing from the evidence and the reasoning whith 
tend to show the existence of the ancient village. 
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In conclusion, while there was such a village as Teuchsa 
Grondie here at the time and before the place was first 
visited by Europeans, the question even of its very exist- 
ence, like a similiar question in regard to Troy and the 
Trojan war, carries us back to the utmost verge of authentic 
history, and the whole subject is, in a great measure, 
shrouded in the mists and uncertainties of the unknown 
past. And while this ancient village of a rapidly disap- 
pearing race may elude and baffle the researches of the 
antiquary, its possible and even probable history opens up 
an inviting field for the range of imagination, and, like the 
ancient Hesperia, it presents a fit and a tempting subject 
for poesy and for song. 


PRINCIPAL ACTORS. 


CHE-TO-WAIK; the Plover, 
KEN-NA-BECK ; a Serpent, 
Mus-ko-pA-sA; the Grouse, 
IsH-KO-DAH; the Fiery, 
WaA-BE-NO-KA, , 
KAH-GAH-GEE; the Raven, 
Ko-ko-Ko-HO; the Owl, 
SUB-BE-KAH; the Spider, 
SHAU-GO-DAH}; a Boaster, 
TA-TO-KEE, 
WaA-WA-TAY-SEE; the Firefly, 
PEZ-HE-KEE; the Bison, 


Lr VWAREAU; a Franciscan Monk, 
JENOCAIRE; a Jesuit Missionary, 
BourDELAIS; a Jesuit Missionary, 
Duroc, 


Teuchsa Grondie Indians. 


French. 


TAI-GO-NE-GA, 


KAN-NE-TOW, 


WA-WON-AIS-SA3 or, Whippoorwill, 
(Stx GENERATIONS, ) 
JOSSAKEED; a Prophet, 

; Huron Chiefs. 


ME-SHI-NAU-WA, a Pipe Bearer, Mohawk Chief. 
WaA-BAS-SO; a Rabbit, Ottawa Chief. 


KA-GO-GEE, 
Do-KA-TEE, Troquois ; 
O-TO-QUOT, or, Ho-dé-no-sau-nee. 


TANG-GU-SHIN, 


K1I-SAN-KO-SEE, ae F : 
NI-KAN-NO-KEE, * ihinois or, Chic-ta-ghicks, 


NI-NI-VAY; a Miami Chief. 
NOo-NE-YAH; a Pottawattamie Chief. 
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THUCHSA GRONDIE. 


CesINe TO eelie 


THE VILLAGE. 


As D515 65. 

PREFATORY Note. Historyinforms us that when the present site 
of Detroit was first visited by Europeans, it was occupied by an Indian 
village called Teuchsa Grondie. The Indian word Wa-won-ais-sa sig- 
nified Whippoorwill; and it is proposed to trace the family of Whip- 
poorwill through several generations, for the purpose of illustrating, in 
some measure, the totemic order of descent in the female line. The 
name So-wan-na signified the great Master of Life, who presided over 
the place of departed spirits, in the distant Southwest. 


1 
MY gentle Muse! Awake and sing — 
Of wigwam, tomahawk and quiver! 
Abroad thy sweetest echoes fling, 
Of western forest, lake and river: 
Of fairy tale and fairy scene ; 
Of war paint and of bark canoe; 
Of winter bleak and summer green; 
Of spirit of the Manitou: 
Of pioneer in wilderness, 
Where darkest perils oft beset ; 
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Of bold adventures numberless ; 
Of magic power of calumet: 
Of struggles of heroic brave, 
In raging storm on every side, 
His hunting grounds and home to save, 
Against an overwhelming tide: 
Of chieftain roaming thro’ the West; 
Of war-whoop and the victor shout; . 
Of fiercest passions in the breast; 
Of strong battalia in the rout: 
Of nations in the balance tossed ; 
Of superhuman strength and skill; 
Of dearest rights forever lost ; 


Of Wa-won-ais-sa, Whippoorwill. 


ite 

Beside that broad but gentle tide, 

Where navies of the world may ride; 
Whose waters creep along the shore, 
Ere long to swell Niag’ra’s roar ; 

Here quiet stood an Indian village, 
Unknown its origin or date — 

Algonquin huts and rustic tillage 
Where stands the City of theStrait. 

Upon the sloping bank it stood, 

And yet extended from the flood, 
Towards the forest, circling nigh, 
That rose majestic to the sky. 

From dark antiquity it came, 

In myths and dreamy ages cast; 
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And Teuchsa Grondie was its name — 
Proud relic of forgotten past. 


IIl. 
The huts of bark on every hand, 
Neat, conical in form, 
In happy, artless order stand, 
_ A shelter from the storm. 
The cabin door of scanty size, 
The central fire, are there ; 
Above, the graceful smoke may rise, 
And shoot to outer air. 
The floor with mats is neatly spread ; 
The winter stores are over head ; 
And, round about in every space, 
Weapons of war and of the chase 


TW. 
No chairs or sofas there are found, 
Or tables, as in courtly life ; 
No plates or cups or table cloth: 
The guests are seated on the ground ; 
The finger serves as fork and knife ; 
The hand or wooden spoon for broth. 
No costly vases — curious cast ; 
No spices that the taste incite ; 
No dainty viands —rich repast, 
To tempt a pampered appetite: 
No fiery drinks of drug malign, 


As yet have cursed the nation ; 
8 
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Pure, crystal water serves for wine 
And for devout libation: 
And, heedless if the common dish, 
Be owl, or bear, or dog, or fish, 
The eager circle quickly share 
The pottage and the scanty fare. 


Wc 


The tidy dress from waist to knee, 

Of skins or braid of bark or grass, 
Was simplest of simplicity, 

Save when it noted rank or class. 
The plaited leaves of ash or oak, 
Might well supply the janty cloak; 

And often, when the summer shone, 

The dress of nature served alone. 
But when the sterner season came, 

And winter suns were crouching low, 
The richest furs of captured game, 

Were proof to frost and driving snow. 


Svinte 


Then gathered round the cabin fire, 
The mother, pappoose and the sire ; — 
The young beside the older folks, 
With hearty laugh for ready jokes. 
The chief would tell his wondrous tale, 
Of war-path and of forest game; 
And eager youth would deep inhale 
The love of glory, love of fame. 
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The necromancer, too, would tell, 
To listeners held as by a spell — 
Of trees that walked in masquerade; 
Of birds that spoke like charming maid: 
Of pigmies that, with potent charm, 
Could doughty warriors disarm ; 
Of heroes in the magic dress; 
Of wayward child in wilderness: 
Of sorcerer in lonely glen; 
Of manitous in shape of men; 
Of maidens, in the mystic grove 
With spirits, melting into love: 
Of chieftain turned to beast, and then 
The savage beast to warrior men: 
Of ghost and gorgon, seen afar, 
In lands towards the evening star: 
Of sights and sounds of fearful wonder ; 
Of voices like the crashing thunder ; — 
Till frighted children quick would glide, 
By instinct, to the mother’s side. 


Nh libel 3 


Around this ancient Indian village, 
In artless form was Indian tillage ; 
Where, in their season might be seen, 
The corn, the vine, the squash and bean. 
And there, laborious, bending low, 
Was gentler sex, with rustic hoe; 
Nor haughty brave, from eae shade, 
Would condescend to lend his aid. 
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The ground prepared, she dropped the seed, 
She watched the springing blade ; 
She pulled away the thrifty weed, 
For vines the arches made. 
And when approached the harvest day, 
With ever watchful eyes, 
She drove the thieving birds away, 
With motions and with cries. 
And hers the task, the summer o’er, 
To gather in the autumn store ; 
To guard it with a prudent care, 
And thus supply the winter fare. 


Ne 

The fearless hunter, roaming far, 

In quest of savage game, 
Was bred to bold, relentless war, 
To fields of worthy fame. 

In wilderness that circled round, 

The chase, its trophies, quickly found: 
The deer, the partridge, fox, and bear, 
The turkey, squirrel — all were there. 

In bark canoe, with line and hook, 

Rare sport with profit well partook ; 

The angler seldom turned about, 
Without his bass, or pike, or trout. 

The rivers teemed with finny race, 

That would a royal table grace ; 

And when the winter store was spent 
The waters an abundance lent. 


) 
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And in the center of the place, 

For councils, dances, and for play, 
Was left a square —an open space, 

Like Champ de Mars of later day. 
The mother, here, beneath the sky, 
4n cadence wild sung lullaby; 

Or, caught the yell resounding far, 

Of chieftain from the distant war. 
And here the young, as moon was bright, 

Would from the dingy cabin rove ; 
And, in the flying hours of night, 

Would breathe the gentle words of love. 


RG 

For great occasions, hall of bark, 

Of ample, stately form would rise, 
To grace the lovely central park — 

An arch beneath the arching skies. 
And here, in circles, on the ground, 
In solemn mood, in thought profound, 

Were held the councils of the State ; 
To hear ambassadors from far, 
To deep advise of peace and war, 

To listen to the stern debate. 

The chieftain, here, in lofty strain, 
Would all his burning wrongs maintain, 
Yet meet a calm, an iron stare ; 

The fiercest passions of the breast, 
Tho’ deeply moved would seem at rest, 
Nor leave a sign of vengeance there. 
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But when the firm resolve is ta’en, 
They execute, with might and main; 
. They sweep like rolling, rushing tides; 
Of charging foe they meet the shock, 
Like Dover Clif or Ocean rock, 
Or sturdy ship of iron sides. 


D6 Ais 


Here warrior to his standard flew, 
Not knowing what his future doom ; 
And, calling on his Manitou, 
Would plunge into the forest gloom. 
And when from war-path he returned, 
Besmeared with paint and blood of slain — 
From wigwam rudely sacked and burned, 
His clan received him here again. 
The war song cheered him as he went, 
On deeds of high ambition bent — 
The chieftains’ ever pure delight: 
The dance of death upon the green, 
Must now present its dismal scene — 
Appalling, sickening, horrid sight! 
Good heavens! the hapless prisoner’s lot! 
The ghastly wound, the arrow shot; 
The crushing stone, the cruel blow, 
The fires that round the victim glow ; 
The taunting jeer, the yell accurst, 
The stoic nerve that braves the worst; 
The heavy drops of clammy sweat, 
While ebbing life may linger yet; 


“a 
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The death song, grimly murmured low, 
From fierce, unutterable woe; 
The stifled groan, the gasping sigh, 
Dear tokens that the end is nigh; 
To dogs the mangled body cast, 
Or eaten as a rich repast ; 
The dance around the gloomy den: 
And these we call a race of men! 


Xara: 
To brighter scene we turn the eye — 
To dance beneath autumnal sky. 
The hunter from the summer roam, 
Is welcomed to his rustic home. 
The ears of corn are neatly strung; 
The venison, dried,.in cabin hung. 
The forest in its golden sear, 
Bespeaks the winter drawing near ; 
And yet the “Indian Summer” day 
Is lovely as the blooming May. 
On every hand Dame Nature smiles, 
And every pain of earth beguiles. 
The clear, refreshing air is bland, 
Like atmosphere of fairy land. 
The buoyant spirits freely rise, 
Like incense from the sacrifice, 
And calmly float upon the air, 
As if their native home were there: 
Oh, is not this a sweet prelude, 
To heavenly home — beatitude ! 
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Now comes the autumn jubilee: 
The happy people, gay and free, 

With sttanger, present, or by chance 
Or by design, from far away, 

Would have a merry, festal day ; 

Would revel in the village dance. 
Loud chime the reed, the horn, the shell, 
With human voice in wildest yell; 

The forest echoes back the sound; 
Their active limbs the dancers ply; 

They fling their arms against the sky; 

They whirl the rapid — giddy round. 
Like swelling, undulating tide, 

They sweep the square from side to side; 

They form the circle hand in hand: 
They shout, they swing around amain ; 
They vow their friendship to maintain, 

’Gainst every foe of every land. 


9 
And such was Teuchsa Grondie then, 
A pleasant Indian town; 
Unknown to other race of men, 
Yet full of high renown. 
Its annals, tho’ obscure, might trace, 
The prowess of Algonquin race ; 
Its many heroes were its boast, 
Whose names are now forever lost. 
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The charm that its location lent, 

Its free access and central station, 
Attracted here a continent ; 

Fit capitol for mighty nation. 


ry 
And now approach the shades of night; 
The troubled clouds a terror shed: 
The silent hours to couch invite; 
The ready mat and skin are spread. 
The inmates of the cabin’s nest, 
Are lost in sleep and dreamy rest ; 
Save Wa-won-ais-sa, wakeful still, 
To soothe her infant Whippoorwill, 
And quell to rest a fevered brain, 
With lullaby and cabin strain. 
The measured numbers softly tell, 
Like mellow sound of distant horn ;_ 
And deep enhance the midnight spell, 
Beneath the cabin roof forlorn. 


CABIN SONG. 
1 
How slow the wakeful hours, 
That creep along so weary, 
Beneath the rustic bowers ; 
How heavy and how dreary. 


2. 
The hunter from the chase, 
That he pursued so fleetly, 
Now rests from hardy race, 
Upon his mat so sweetly. 
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3. 
The warrior from afar, 
Repeats his bloody story ; 
Wild, fierce, relentless war, 
His life, his soul, his glory. \ 
4, 
From snow and chilling rain, 
The pappoose in the cabin, 
Awaits till come again, 
The spring-time and the robin. 


5. 
I love the wigwam home, 
Its brands so cheerful burning ; 
Wherever I may roam, 
\  T love the sweet returning. 


6. 
And when this life shall end, 
When calls the great So-wan-na, 
~ Southwestern shall I wend, 
To roam the great Savanna. 


OW Mic 


As Wa-won-ais-sa sweetly sung, 

The babe that to her bosom clung, 
Had lost, in quiet sleep, its pain, 
And all was dark and still again. 

The mother in her sleeping plight, 
Addressed a prayer to Manitou; 

The owl rung out the hour of night, 
That quiet reigned, and quickly flew. 
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THE PUBLIC GAMES. 


INS IDS Wigi35 


Preratory Norse. It was customary among the American 
Indians, to hold annual festivals, in the fall of the year, cele- 
brated by public games. In the Indian tongue, Da-hin-da sig- 
nified bullfrog: Ad-hec, reindeer: Kit-ta-coin-si, one that 
climbs: Mah-nah-be-zee, swan: Ke-no-zha, pickerel: Mas-ke-no- 
zha, pike. 

Michabou was the great presiding Manitou of the Northern 
lakes, having his headquarters at Mackinaw. Ghosts, spirits, 
and hobgoblins were familiar objects among the Indians, and 
the fairy scene above the river, is designed as a picture of a 
branch of the Indian mythology. 

It will be noticed that the red men had already become 
alarmed at the approach of Europeans, although none of that 
race had as yet visited this section of the country. 


186 


OW rich the fields of human thought, 
In myriad paths as yet untrod! 
How vast the range that may be sought, 
Empyrean, round the throne of God! 
Tradition but obscurely lends, 
Its light from far along our way ; 
Yet if we walk where nature tends, 


Tradition blazes into day. 
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Though history be not our theme, 

We skirt its ever shining page ; 
And though our song be but a dream, 

It boldly paints heroic age. 
Imagination’s utmost range, 

Invites our footsteps far and wide : 
At every step a pleasing change, 

And sweet wild flowers on every side. 


1 


The morning stars proclaim the day ; 
The nightly shadows melt away. 
The rising sun with smiling mien, 


”? sheen ; 


Displays the “ Indian Summer 
A day for sports and public games, 
In mem’ry of heroic names : 
For well may Teuchsa Grondie boast, 
Of honored names a mighty host. 
The people take their early fare ; 
They sally out to public square ;— 
A motley band of young and old, 
Of women and of chieftains bold ; 
In paint and plumage—bright array, 
With expectations high ; 
And eager for the grand display, 
The boldest feats to try. 
Among the gay and happy throng— 
A wife, her mother living still— 
The wakeful child of cabin song, 


Now honored as the Whippoorwill. 
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And first, the umpire, all agreed, 
Should be the prophet, Jossakeed : 
His word is law in every strife ; 
His nod, that day, is death or life. 
The way is cleared. Upon the lawn 
With bison’s shoulder blade, 
Or tomahawk, a line is drawn: 
A circle now is made. 
“Who from the line shall farthest leap,” 


The umpire loud proclaims ; 


“The prize—an eagle’s wing—shall keep: 


Begin the festal games.” 
Away they fly as on the wind, 
Afar they eager spring ; 
Da-hin-da leaves them all behind ; 
Applauses loudly ring ; 
The victor strides with lofty air; 
The prize he places in his hair. 


° IV. 


“Stand forth, two men,” said Jossakeed ; 
Upon their heads he placed a reed: 
“ Now one by one your muscle try, 
And run and spring as for the sky ; 
Who passes o’er and touches not, 
The hawksbill prize shall be his lot.” 
Then ‘swift they fly apast the stand, 
And each and all the prize demand ; 


Lt 
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For all have leaped in one procession, 
And scaled the reed in quick succession. 
Aratto, now—the light and fleet, 
Ambitious yet, 
Flies o’er the reed and turns complete, 
A summerset : 
And loud and long the shouts arise ; 
The victor proudly takes the prize. 


Vv. 


The race was next. Upon the lawn, 
Far to the rear the line was drawn. 
“That is the goal; from river start ; 
Quick, on the signal, all depart.” 
Then Jossakeed sends forth the ery, 
And up the slope they wildly fly: 
Swift as the roe upon the plain, 
And eager all the prize to gain. 
Loud swells a shout on every side, 
As pours along the sweeping tide ; 
And while they nearly keep abreast, 
Ad-hee, the reindeer,- leads the rest. 
He leaps the goal with flashing eyes, 
And loudly claims the worthy prize. 
The.prize, a curious braided sash, 
Of grass and bark of mountain ash. 


Vi. 


Said Jossakeed, “ The willows bring, 


And twist them to a perfect ring, 
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Like bison’s rolling eye ;” 
Said Jossakeed, “Your arrows bring, 
A hundred paces let them sing, 
Your skill and strength to try ; 
A painted arrow is the lot, 
Of each whose arrow hits the spot.” 
At once a hundred bows they drew , 
At once a hundred arrows flew ; 
And many could the prizes boast, 
While many erring ones were lost. 
Just then, a shadow from the sky, 
Was seen athwart. The upward eye, 
Beheld a hawk of largest size, 
- Well poised upon the air ; 
Instinctively each sought the prize, 
Which tempting circled there : 
And as he floated on the wing, 
A hundred arrows flew ; 
Unerringly they upward sing, 
‘And pierce him thro’ and thro’. 


VEEL. 


Beyond the cornfields in the rear, 
Majestic stood the oak and elm ; 
Now richly clad in golden sear, 
The kings and queens of forest realm. 
“Go mount ;” cried Jossakeed aloud: 
A murmur ran thro’ all the crowd. 
“ We can not do it,” they exclaim ; 


“ And can not, now, is not a shame: 
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Unworthy feats we will not share ; 
Shall we compete with cat and bear?” 
Then Kit-ta-coin-si from the rest, 
Stood forth, and thus his mind expressed : 
“Who says he cannot, need not try ; 
Who says he will, may even fly : 
Who thinks him weak, is weakly still; 
Success, is in determined will: 
And no one knows what in him lies, 
Until with all his might he tries.” 
With that, like flash of sabre stroke, 
He sprung, elastic, to the oak ; 
Like wild cat to the top he went, 
While shout on shout the welkin rent. 
But what is that! a horrid sight! 
That chills the blood with sudden fright ! 
Upon a sturdy branch there lay, 
To watch the sports of festal day, 
Black, grim, and fierce, in all his pride, 
A monarch of the forest wide. 
A surly growl! quick preparation, 
To hurl intruder from the station. 
Retreat cut off, for deadly strife, 
Brave Kit-ta-coin-si, draws his knife. 
Such battle field was never seen ; 
Unequal was the war, I ween. 
No re-enforcements can they call, 
And one must quickly die and fall. 
Fierce terrors dart from bruin’s eyes ; 


I can, I will, the other cries, 
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They grapple, now, in deadly throe: 
The frighted oak sways to and fro: 
While down upon the distant plain, 
Wild fears and hopes alternate reign. 
As bruin snaps a brawny part, 
His eyes a burning glare, 
The knife is driven to his heart, 
And deadly rankles there. 
He soon unlocks his rigid clasp ; 
He quickly draws a mortal gasp. 
Down, down he tumbles with a bound, 
A worthy trophy, to the ground. 
Hold, victor, hold! your balance keep, 
Upon the dizzy height : 
In vain, in vain! thou, too, must leap, 
Perhaps to endless night. 
The quick re-action in his brain, 
Sent him down plunging to the plain ; 
Yet he, tho’ whirling round complete, 
Like wild cat, landed on his feet. 
He proudly strides to waiting square, 
And throws his pond’rous trophy there. 
The crowd survey with eager eyes ; 
A belt of wampum is the prize. 


VIII. 


The husband, this, of Wa-won-ais-sa’s charms ; 
His pappoose sees the battle fray ; 
His wife receives him proudly to her arms, 


The hero of the festal day. 
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TeX. 


“ And now make ready, one and all,” 
Said Jossakeed, “for game at bali ; 

In fury, on the level plain, 

Let mimic war resound again.” 
At once two painted stakes are set, 

Three hundred yards or more apart: 
Between, the rival parties met, 

The flying ball to strike—to dart. 
To drive it past the stake amain 

Of hostile party in the strife, 
That was the point for each to gain— 

To seek it as for very life. 
The party wolf is at the west, 

The party beaver at the east ; 
And wild will be the furious test, 

Like beast against ferocious beast. 
At signal, promptly, they engage, 

With shout and shriek and deafening yell ; 
And stern, heroic, battle wage ; 

And both assail, and both repe. 
Like rushing clouds along the sky, 

Like surges on resounding shore, 
Wher-e’er the ball is seen to fly, 

There fiercely, madly, do they pour. 
If either party seems to gain, 
The other hurls them back amain ; 

And if the game approach the stakes, 

It soon a counter current takes. 
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At last the ball a chieftain throws, 

As on the wing, with lofty bound ; 
And past the western stake it goes: 

The beavers rend the air around. 
Upon the spot, from umpire’s hand— 

The worthy Sachem, just and grave, 
The wampum flies to victor band, 

As ever brave reward the brave. 


x. 


’ says Jossakeed, 


“The navy, now,’ 
“A prize demand for skill and speed. 
Start from the strand the other side, 
And row across the crystal tide. 
The first to touch the hither shore, 
Shall win the prize, a polished oar.” 
At once there shot like solar beam, 
A hundred skiffs across the stream— 
As light as fleecy clouds of air, 
Although a stalworth man was there. 
Now, ranged along the distant land, 
They wait the signal—wave of hand. 
At once a hundred paddles fly ; 
No lack of nerve the rowers know ; 
They pull as worthy pull the brave ; 
They toss the spray against the sky, 
And breast to breast the shallops go ; 
They lightly skim along the wave. 
The manly strokes full rapid tell, 
_And fiercely shout the eager band ; 
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The shores hurl back resounding yell ; 
The sight is thrilling—truly grand. 
The trees around, in watchful mien, 
Bend forward to behold the scene ; 
Nor inattentive to the view, 
The water spirit—Michabou. 
At Teuchsa Grondie, crowded strand, 
All, breathless, wait the first to land. 
Nor was it long ; a modern fleet, 
Might there have suffered a defeat. 
Old pickerel—Ke-no-zha bold, 
The rest a trifle led ; 
And in he came, as was foretold, 
A half a length ahead. 
Upon the spot the prize is paid— 
The oar of mountain ash ; 
Shout peals on shout like cannonade, 
Or mighty thunder crash. 


de 


~ Said Jossakeed, “‘ Your skiffs aside, 
And let their worthy crew, 
Dash in and swim the sweeping tide, 
The prize—a bark canoe.” 
A moment and a lengthened line, 
Of dusky figures brave, 
On farther shore expect the sign, 
To plunge them in the wave. 
They go—like frogs into the deep, 
When danger may be nigh ; 
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Their brawny arms in order sweep, 


And strongest efforts ply. 
The way is quickly measured o’er ; 
The goal is seized with eager eyes ; 
And soon they reach the hither shore: 
Proud Mah-nah-be-zee wins the prize. 
And yet no voice is heard aloud, 
In all that terror stricken crowd ; 
For Michabou, with jealous eye— 
The watchful guardian of the main, 
As man invades his watery reign, 
At once resolves a chief shall die. 
The god can smile upon his chosen race, 
When in a pleasant vein ; 
But terrors gleam upon his frowning face 
When anger swells again. 
And as the racers shoot toward the goal, 
With fierce ambition burning in the soul, 
Sir Pike—proud Mas-ke-no-zha, on his heel, 
Sharp feels a grip as firm as hook of steel. 
He tries to call. Alas! his voice is dumb: 
Alas, he knows his final hour is come. 
He gasps, he struggles, in a deadly throe ; 
He sinks forever to the shades below. 
At once each mind with gloom is overcast : 
The gay excitements of the day are past. 


X@L Ts 


Then slowly, calmly, Jossakeed arose ; 
His solemn voice was heard ; 
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“The gods are angry and the games I close ; 
The dance shall be deferred.” 


XIII. 


The sun has set beneath the west, 
Tho’ not arrived the hour of rest. 
Thro’ hazy clouds above the river, 
The stars look down as bright as ever. 
The gentle waters glide along, 
Sweet emblem of mellifluent song. 
The clear, the bracing autumn air, 
Sheds lovely charms of evening there. 
The people on the sloping hill, 
Calm, listen to the whippoorwill. 
No other voice the silence breaks, 
Till Jossakeed prophetic speaks. 
“ The stranger landed on the eastern shore, 
In vast canoe, with flying clouds unfurled— 
TI dread his coming, as I deep deplore ; 
He bodes no good to this our western world. 
In every breeze I snuff the coming storm ; 
The trees, the very skies are stained with blood ; 
Destruction to our race in every form— 
See! Mas-ke-no-zha! with an angry god!” 
All gaze intent upon the circling wave, 
Where late the gasping, struggling, hero sunk ; 
And darkly there, and gloomy as the grave, 
Arises grim, his melancholy trunk. 
Beside him stands dread Michabou the great, 
Dark as the blackest caverns of the night ; 
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Tremendous, fierce, and frowning stern as fate, 
In terrors clad, and majesty and might. 
They rise obscurely on the misty deep ; 
Those on the shore the deepest silence keep, 
With eyes in horror firmly set ; 
And as the phantoms float upon the air, 
By slow degrees a myriad host are there, 
In shades of death together met. 
The owl whoops out a doleful note, 
The frighted curs in terror whine, 
No more sweet Wa-won-ais-sa sings ; 
Unnatural wolf howls wildly float, 
The evening star forgets to shine, 
The pappoose to its mother clings. 


XIV. 


At first the spectres circle round and round, 
The god and Mas-ke-no-zha, in a dance ; 

Their music, sighs—a melancholy sound, 
Dreamy as whispering breezes, in a trance. 

And quick, and quicker yet the action grows; 
In one dim undulating mass they move; 

The glassy stream is rippled as it flows ; 

The fleecy clouds are gently stirred above. 

The shady mist at length has slowly fled ; 

The night looks down upon the spectral dead. 

It is a sight the coursing blood to chill— 

That spirit world in evolution still. 

A crowd of Manitous, on every hand, 

In silence gaze upon the fairy band. 
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Nor is the curious moon unmindful then, 
Of these that fix the eyes of gods and men. 
Slowly she rises on the forest gloom, 
To see the sign of swiftly coming doom. 
Her step is silent. Silent is her train. 
She mildly peers above the wide domain. 
To view, and not disturb, her sole intent ; 
Again she ne’ er may see the like event. 
She sees, and tho’ with calm and smiling mien, 
Her look is fatal to the gorgeous scene. 
The Chief and Michabou, with lightning haste, 
A refuge take beneath the watery waste. 
The troubled fairies hie themselves away, 
As from the light and terrors of the day. 
The spectres melt into the lightsome air : 
To eyes intent—a vacancy—is there. 
EV 
“Tn this dread scene I clearly read, 
Our fate and doom,” says Jossakeed ; 
“A woe upon our kind: 
Like these our race shall pass away, 
At some not distant future day ; 
Nor leave a trace behind.” 
xoVel. 

And now, amid the balmy air, 
The people to their huts repair. 

The lowly couch is quickly spread ; 

The evening prayer is quickly said. 

Silence resumes his awful reign ; 


And Teuchsa Grondie sleeps again. 
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PREFATORY Notse.—It will be remembered that the Pinta 
was a vessel of Columbus. The expeditions of Cortes, Scott, 
and Maximillian are those supposed to have been led by Ambi- 
tion to Montezuma’s Hall. For the purposes of euphony I place 
the accent on the first and last syllables of the word Ottawa. 
The word Niagara is derived from the Indian word O-ni-ag-raah. 
Ca-da-ra-qui was an ancient name for Lake Ontario. It is esti- 
mated that the Falls of Niagara have been seventy thousand 
years in receding from Lake Ontario to their present position. 
Hé-no was the Iroquois name for thunder, which was sup- 
posed to be a great Manitou, having his abode under the Falls 
of Niagara, and who required the sacrifice, by going over the 
falls, of at least one human being every year. The nether cave 
—Cave of the Winds, so called at the falls. In the use of the 
words follow and valhalla, I have been compelled, in order to re- 
tain the sense, to violate the rule of rhyme. In reading this 
Canto the following dates should be remembered. In 1565 the 
Spaniards settled at St. Augustin, in Florida. In 1607 the Eng- 
lish settled at Jamestown, Virginia. In 1608 Champlain founded 
Quebec. In 1609 the Dutch settled at Manhattan, now New York. 
The expedition related in this Canto commenced in 1610. In 
1620 the Puritans settled at Plymouth, Mass. 
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ROPITIOUS Muse! of wild Ambition sing,— 
The star malignant round the throne of God ; 
Of untold crimes an ever active spring ; 
To hapless man a fierce avenging rod. 
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Ambition plows the seas and braves the storms, 
And faces danger in a thousand forms. 
Ambition freezes in the polar snows, 
And melts in deserts whence the Nilus flows. 
Ambition bravely walks the battle plain ; 
And heaps the earth with mountains of the slain. 
The brightest hopes of men, in freedom bred, 
Are lost beneath Ambition’s crushing tread. 
When servile path to thrift Ambition sees, 
Crouching, it licks the hand of power to please: 
Proud independence, then, it flings away, 
For one blest smile upon a festal day. 
The lofty pyramids Ambition raises, 
And on triumphal arch in sculpture blazes. 
Ambition builds the proud imperial dome, 
That makes the modern rival ancient Rome. 
To swell the pomp of power with aliment, 2 
The daring Pinta to the west is sent: 
And, thrice obedient to the silent call, 
Ambition leads to Montezuma’s Hall. * 
Ambition, too, with ensign proud unfurled, 
Explores with eager hand, 
The lakes and forest of this western world, 
As of a promised land. 


Tels 


The Dutchman, on Manhattan Bay, 
On high his tattered banner threw— 
The morning star of rising day, 


Of nation springing into view. 
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The Spaniard, on the Everglade, 

One feeble settlement had made. 

The Briton only one could boast, 
Upon the wide Atlantic coast; 

For restless puritanic stock, 

Had not yet seen the Plymouth rock. 
Thro’out the north and boundless west, 
Unmindful of the stranger guest, 

And still the master of his home, 

The red man could a monarch roam. 
To seize the prize—a continent, 
The Gallic king a squadron sent. 

He draws a line thro’ friend and foe, 

From Labrador to Mexico: 

The fleur de lis is flung on high, 
With flaming cross, against the sky. 


TONE 


At first, as by a natural law, 
They thread the rapid Ottawa. 

Around its tumbling cataracts, 

They lug their skiffs and heavy packs; 
And, guided by the northern star, 

Beside the “ Upper Lakes” they rally ; 
They push their searches westward far ; 

They reach the Mississippi valley. 
Meanwhile, vague rumors darkly told, 

Like distant echoes from the past, 


Of O-ni-ag-raah’s thundering way ; 


1382 “TEUCHSA GRONDIE. 


And where the devotee so bold, 
To place his life upon a cast, 
And search it out without dismay ? 
An active monk, of humble spirit, 
No vain ambition in his heart, © 
Franciscan, yet.of signal merit— 
A beggar, dared the noble part, 
Le Vareau was his modest name, 
Now blazoned on the rolls of fame; 
The mighty Lake’s resounding shore, - 
Shall waft it on forever-more. 
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Two yawl boats were his humble fleet, 
To venture far from land; 
Twelve chosen men the crew complete— 

An Argonautic band. 

To guard against a jealous foe, 

And unseen dangers none could know ; 
To bear the peaceful calumet, 
And guide where obstacles beset ; 

To lead upon the trackless wave ; 

Pipe Bearer, Me-shi-nau-wa brayve— 
A Mohawk chief, his service lent, 
Upon a bold adventure bent. 
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Vv. 


A chant they sing; adieus they take; 


An unknown heathen world their aim : 


They pass proud Ca-da-ra-qui Lake— 

The Lake Ontario now the same. 
They land upon the western shore ; 

They hear Niagara’s distant roar: 

They see its cloudy, rolling spray: 
Eight stalworth men the navy bear ; 

The baggage is the others’ care ; - 

The tangled portage they essay. 

And up the steep they onward press, 
Amid a darksome wilderness. 
Upon projecting points they tread, 
Above the rocky, fearful bed. 
Le Vareau walks the narrow way ; 
In terror does he often shrink: 
If but a step were set astray— 

Ye horrors, what a frightful brink! 
They wend their way to “ Table Rock”— 
Deep rent by frost and heaving shock ; 

High poised, and ready to be hurled, 

With crashing sound to nether world. 
The sun is in the western sky ; 

He casts his beams against the spray ; 
The rainbow bursts upon the eye, 

And cheerful smiles at parting day. 


133 


134 TEUCHSA GRONDIE. 


The forest trees upon the ledge, 
Stand high above the iris bow ; 
Peering at times beyond the edge, 
Into the yawning gulf below. 
They gaze upon that awful scene— 
That God-created battlement, 
That boiling surge of deepest green, 
That never-ending swift descent. 
They note that one eternal roar ; 
They mark those misty, fleecy tears, 
That speak from still receding shore, 
Of seventy thousand flying years. 
Those widely gaping, thirsty jaws, 
Although long fed by. rushing flood, 
Insatiate still, can know no pause, 
In this stupendous work of God. 


Vi. 


The party sought a lonely grot, 
In which to spread an humble cot; 
And where a ledge, tho’ wild in form, 
Might shelter from a threatened storm. 
By those that gnawing hunger feel, 
Is soon dispatched the evening meal; 
And all are seated on their mat, 
To have a social evening chat. 
Awhile they sit in thought abstract, 
Before that rushing cataract. 
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On high the rolling mist is hurled, 
As from a subterranean world : 

And though they sit upon a rock, 

They feel the mighty ocean shock. 
At length Le Vareau silence breaks, 
And reverent thus he calmly speaks : 


LE VAREAU. 


This awful gorge, this mighty, rushing flood, 
Declare the works, the majesty of God. 

The vast cerulean arch above he flung, 

And whirling planets to his glory sung. 

He formed the earth, the ocean, and the lake; 
And at his voice their deep foundations quake. 
The spring—his smile; the flying cloud—his breath ; ° 
His pardon—life: his frown—eternal death. 
At his command, the rivers to the main 
Their courses keep, and n’er return again. 
He holds his seat above the vaulted sky, 
And, though unseen, is yet forever nigh. 
Thro’ sweeping time, as ere the world begun, 
He rules and reigns, Eternal—Three in One. 
He is the God that on the lightning soars : 


His is the voice that here forever roars. 


ME-SHI-NAU-WA. 


Na, na; at once replies the Mohawk chief ; 
Give ear whilst I relate the true belief. 
Beneath that shooting flood, a vacant space ; 
And there the sullen Hé-no holds his place. 
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His throne is there. On adamantine rock, 
That firm resists the mighty torrent shock, 
He watchful! sits—the guardian, ever true, 
Of this wild realm ;—dread Gitchie Manitou. 
Of lofty frame—collossal is his size ; 

Like balls of living fire his rolling eyes. 

His locks, his color, are of deepest green ; 
His aspect stern; majestic is his mien. 


This constant spray—the vapor of his breath ; 


This roar—his moan, as of the pang of death. 
And when, in anger fierce, he sallies forth, 

He chills the air like gale from icy north. 

The lightning streaks, that dart athwart the sky, 
Are but the flashes of his gleaming eye. 

The pealing thunders that above us roll, 

Are but the howlings of his troubled soul. 

His giant sons are ever at command, 

To roam and howl and thunder thro’ the land. 
He annual craves, I tremble to recite, 

A human form to sate his appetite. 

Perhaps, e’en now, in council there below, 

He meditates for us a fatal blow. 

For this invasion of his rightful reign, 


One, if not all, may be untimely slain. 


Vielel 2 


The chief was silent. Silent all, 

Except that deafening water fall. 
The chief, to custom ever true, 
Invoked his guardian Manitou. 
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Le Vareau then his vespers sung : 
The cross upon a bramble hung. 
For incense—burning leaves instead ; 
The wafer—slips of moldy bread. 
Yet where the heart is right within, 
The simplest offerings cleanse from sin: 
The merit is the good intent; 
There all is well where well is meant. 
When each had thus his prayer expressed, 
With leaves and blankets piled around, 
The party sunk at last to rest, 
And sleep and darkness reigned profound. 


VelaEL 


Meanwhile, beneath the plunging flood, 
The heralds of the thunder god 
Reported strange intruder near— 
A stranger bold and void of fear. 
“And who,” stern Hé-no quick replied, 
“Has thus my ancient realm defied? 
Go forth, arouse the raging storm, 
In fiercest terrors, blackest form.” 
Abroad at once the heralds went, 
Upon their midnight errand bent ; 
And soon the rolling thunder cloud, 
Spread, far and wide, a gloomy shroud. 


¢ 


The winds let loose from “nether cave,” 


Drove mists above the angry wave. 
10 
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The sweeping blast an effort made, 
To level low the forest shade. 
Down poured a flood of drenching rain, 
That, surging, rushed to river main. 
The Manitou leaped up on high, 
And bared his frontlet to the sky. 
His gleaming eye was vivid flame ; 
His thunder shook the starry frame: 
Loud echoes bellowed thro’ the air, 
As if the gods were warring there. 
Near by, upon a sturdy oak, 
Went crashing down a thunder stroke: 
The heavy, deafening, earthquake shock, 
Let loose a mass of “Table Rock,” 
Which, leaping—went, in ruin hurled, 
Like wreck of a dissolving world. 
As peal on peal upon them broke, 
The Frenchmen and the chief awoke; 
The chief, a statue, stood appalled, 
The others on the Virgin called. 
The angry Hé-no, one could see, 
Fierce raging thro’ the sky 
The others, awful majesty— 
The Majesty on high. 
They stood and gazed. The vivid flame, 
Alternate with the dark extreme, 
As quick it went and quickly came, 
Was frightful as a horrid dream. 
And then that dread abyss below, 
That lightning flashes quick reveal— 
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It yawns like pits of darkest woe, 
That dam-ned spirits deep conceal. 
At last the thunders die away ; 
The disappointed Manitou, 
Beholding all his terrors vain, 
Withdraws into his darksome den ; 
And tho’ the distant lightnings play, 
The sulky winds, with much ado, 
Returning to their caves again, 
Leave sweet repose to weary men, 


Exe 


As early woke the smiling morn, 
The lightsome fleet was quickly borne, 
Above the rapids, sweeping by, 
Like time to long eternity. 
The morning meal, at once prepared, 
Among the hungry crew was shared. 
The boats were loosened from the strand ; 
Aboard was now the little band. 
The oars were ready at the sides ; 
Le Vareau and the chief the guides. 
Up rose a sailor—stout La Coste; 
He stept and quick his balance lost ; 
A moment reeled from side to side, 
Then fell into the sweeping tide. 
He lightly rises on the wave ; 
All hands are quickly stretched to save. 
No one can reach him: on he goes, 
Deep fraught with overwhelming woes. 
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An oar is reached for him to clutch ; 
The oar is just beyond his touch. 
He goes, he goes! O, all is lost! 
Farewell forever, brave La Coste! 
He rushes down the rapid stream, 
Like wing-ed thought or solar beam ; 
Nor can his struggles aught avail, 
When rocks and dashing waves assail. 
Le Vareau lifts his voice on high, 
To God of mercy in the sky— 
To pardon, bless, and kindly save, 
A mortal rushing to the grave. 
The Mohawk sees, above the flood, 
The Manitou—the angry god, 
Enraged, that terrors of the night, 
Have not the strangers put to flight. 
A fearless gull he seems to roam: 
And now he dips the dashing foam ; 
Anon he screams with wild delight, 
So soon to sate his appetite. 
The victim rises on the surge ; 
He sends a loud, despairing cry, 
That swells above the deafening roar; 
It is his last ;—his funeral dirge, 
It rolls along the vaulted sky ; 
It echoes from resounding shore. | 
Ah, now the two from sight are lost! 
Amid the surging, plunging main; 
The pioneer—the brave La Coste, 
On earth shall n’er be seen again. 
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The first white man that met his doom, 
In that insatiate, dread valhalla ; 

How many since have sought its tomb! 
What myriads yet are there to follow! 


x. 


With heavy heart the little crew, 
Applied the oar and onward flew. 
Beneath the morning’s rising beam, 
The navy cut the glassy stream. 
The frighted duck from danger fled ; 
The wild goose circled over head. 
The shooting pike would oft display, 
His form above the dashing spray. 
The floating sedge apast them flies; 
A broad expanse before them lies. 
On either side—the forest green, 
Enchanting to the view; 
The tufted islands rise between, 
The homes of Manitou. 
The balmy air and nature smile, 
While songs the heavy hours beguile. 


XI. 


The river passed, upon them breaks, 
Another of the mighty Lakes. 
They onward press a day or so; 
They pass the head-land Abino. 
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For Long Point now they ply the oar, 

And soon they reach the sandy shore. 

- The line is drawn with steady hand; 

A sturgeon flounders on the strand; 
Which, soon dispatched, and on the fire, 
‘Is all that hunger can desire. 


XII. 

The blazing orb of summer day, F 

Beneath the glowing west is set: 
For blessing on the distant way, | 

The crew at evening prayer are met. 
“Spirit of Life,” the Mohawk cries, | 
“May thy protection here arise; 

Oh smile upon this desert shore!” 
Le Vareau with uplifted eyes, 
Invokes the Power above the skies; 

“To Whom all praise forever-more.” 


CANTOTTYV. 
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A. D. 1610. 


Preratory Note. In reading “The Evening Call” it 

should be remembered that the early French explorers of this 
country were from Normandie, on the Lower Seine. 

Mah-nah-be-zee, the Swan, an ancient name for the Island 
called by the French Ile au Cochon, and now known as Belle 
Isle, in the Detroit river. At-ti-ca-me-gue was the Indian name 
for the whitefish. In this, as well as in other Indian names, 
I presume I have. varied from the proper Indian accent and 
pronunciation. It is almost impossible, after the lapse of two 
hundred and fifty years, to determine the proper pronunciation 
of words in a language which had no alphabet, and which was 
first written by Europeans. Our exploring party are still on 
Long Point, in Lake Erie, at the opening of this Canto. 


I. 


\ S night advanced, upon the shore, 


The waves prolonged a gentle roar, 
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In soothing murmurs low ; 
The weary party soundly slept, A 
No danger nigh no vigil kept, : 
Secure from every foe. 
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And whether on the rural cot 

We quiet sleep; or in the grot 

7 On bed of evergreen ; 

Or in the pampered city life; 

Or on the ocean’s angry strife; 

 Or’neath a sky serene; 

Or, pioneer, in chilling rain, 

Or, soldier, on the battle plain, 
Upon the reeking ground; 

Or on the trail of savage game ;— 

Refreshing sleep is much the same 
Wherever it is found. 
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When scarce the hour of two was past, 

Le Vareau rose, and round him cast 
A cassock ; and, the cross in hand, 
He sallied forth upon the strand. 

Tho’ chill and humid was the air, 

The summer reigned in glory there. 
Above—the stars and milky way ; 
‘Around—a waste of waters lay. 

No white man e’er before had been 

Upon this solitary scene. | 
Such lonely spot, at dead of night, 
Was fit abode for anchorite. 

With folded arms Le Vareau stood, 
Amid the shades of night unfurled, 

And gazed upon the darksome flood— 
Fit emblem of a sinful world. 
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And while he stood in thoughtful mien, 
Emerging from the waste was seen 

The morning star—a brilliant gem ;— 
The herald of the coming day, 

Like John, in lonely desert way, 

Of coming Star of Bethlehem. | 
And one by one the sister train 
Arose above the watery main— 

Bright sapphires in the eastern sky ; 
They soft unfold the morning light, 
While slow retire the shades of night 

From arching canopy on high. 
And now the East is all aglow ; 

The light mounts upward, steady, slow; 

With darkness wages deadly war : 
Reflected beams upon the wave, 

Like wing-ed hope above the grave, 

Proclaim returning life afar. 

In turn the starry train is dim, 
As creeps above the water’s brim, 

That glowing ball of fiery red: 
The vision sweeps the waste anew; 
Creation springs again to view, 


As springs again to life the dead. 
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Le Vareau lifts his eyes on high, 
The cross upheld against the sky ; 
And thus is calm devotion paid: 
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“Oh thou eternal, gracious God! 
That rules the storm and raging flood ; 
By whom the ocean lakes were made ;— 
Oh, guide us in this desert way ; - 
Extend to us, from day to day, 
Thy mighty, all-protecting care ; 
Go with us to the heathen land, 
That we may plant, with holy hand, 
Thy standard cross forever there.” 


IV. 


The crew are up. The tent they strike, 
With rising of the morning sun ; 
They breakfast on a lusty pike, 
And soon the journey is begun. 
The sky is bright, and calm the lake, 
While soft the gentle zephyrs blow ; 
The oars the glassy waters break ; 
_ They leave the point for “ Westward Ho!” 
No forest birds are there to sing, 
The echoes of the morn to wake; 
And yet the sea gulls dip the wing, 
And welcome to the stranger speak. 
The laden boats, on steady tack, 
Leave far behind the widening track ; 
The ripples from the plying oar 
Are felt tipon the distant shore. 


, VEE DISCOV HRY. 


Wr 


The jolly crew, to while away 

The lengthened hours of summer day, 
Their oft-told stories tell again, 

Nor as a pastime tell in vain. 

Nor is the Mohawk silent then ; 
His tales forbid the quiet sleep ; 

He tells of ghosts and murdered men, 
And “Spirits from the vasty deep.” 

And songs are there in order due; 

If old they. please, they please if new: 
The songs that tell of distant home, 
Will touch the heart wher-e’er we roam. 

And Duroc sings “The Evening Call,” 
In full and rich and lively strain, 

So often heard by one and all, 

In dear Normandie on the Seine. 


THE HVENING CALL. 


ik 


Come, ride upon the Seine to-night; 
Your many friends are waiting there ; 
Their hearts are light, their smiles invite ; 


Come, take the fresh—the evening air. 


ys 


The stars above are wooing thus ;— 
The queenly moon so fair and bright ; 

Come, have a pleasant chat with us,. 
Upon the lovely Seine to-night. 
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3. 


Now glides the boat with easy grace, 
And songs abound, and repartee ; 
And one and all, with jolly face, 
Are reveling in felicity. 
4, 


The redbreast and the whippoorwill, 
May chant their sweetest roundelay ; 
But we will sing yet sweeter still, 

Our carols of the closing day. 


5. 


And now the evening shades are set; 
The hours have run their rapid flight; 
To-morrow eve do not forget 
To sail again: Adieu—good night. 


Viel. 


As died the mellow sounds away, 
And milder shone the evening ray, 

Le Vareau sunk to gentle sleep, 

In that frail barque’ upon the deep. 
The crew respect his quiet slumbers; 
The oars relax their steady numbers. 

Delicious breezes fan his brow; 

His cares are all forgotten now. 


And yet, tho’ sleeping on the lake, 
His active mind is still awake; 


Yea, nothing to disturb its ken, 


Still clearer is its vision then. 


THE DISCOVERY. 


Tt rolls upon his enterprise, 

That should its leader canonize:— 
Its purpose, spirit and intent ; 
Its aim—a boundless continent; 

Its scope 


a deep concocted scheme 
Of vast imperial sway ;— 

Are thus portrayed, in fitful dream, 
Upon the watery way. 


LH VAREHAU’S DRHAM. 


At 


The martial genius of the Gaul arose, 

With that of Albion,—ever jealous foes; 
Both grasping for a wide dominion : 

Europe for ages they had drenched in blood, 

And stained with crimson every ocean flood, 
For power, or freedom of opinion. 


2. 


Upon the western world they cast their eyes, 
Both eager to possess the worthy prize ; 
The right was in the first possession: 
And while the Briton held Atlantic coast, 
An artful circumvention France could boast, 
By prior claim, or by aggression. 


3. 


The genius, too, of Papal Rome arose ; 
The olive branch extending to the foes, 
That bowed to her supreme relation ; 
Yet flamed the sword as flamed the holy cross, 
To purge the faithless as unworthy dross, 
In every land and every nation. 
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4, 


Then rose the genius of the mighty West, 

With every clime and untold riches blest, 
With grandeur, power, beyond expression ; 

The Gaul this wide dominion would secure; 

To Roman faith the heathen must enure; 
To one, to both, a vast possession. 


5. 


An humble monk, with rosary and sash, 

On enterprise as bold as it was rash, 
Then rose upon his troubled vision ; 

His was the task in this, a heathen world, 

To bear aloft the standard thus unfurled ; 
To glory bound, or just derision. 


Vary 


A yell from distant forest broke; 
The dreamer from his dream awoke: 
A hunter spied the little fleet, 
And, ready any foe to greet, 
The signal to his comrades gave; 
His voice resounded o’er the wave. 
Again the crew apply the oar; 
Nor court acquaintance with the shore. 
And quiet thus the days are passed ; 
No accident a gloom to cast. 
Dried meat the food, and fish and bread, 
With water dipt from fountain head. 
And thanks are paid, as ever due, 
To God above, and Manitou. 
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They skirt along the northern shore ; 
Its bays and rivers they explore. 

At night they anchor to the strand, 
And guard against a foe at hand. 


AVew TU 


They reached, ere long, La Pointe Pelée ; 
Where, to prevent a night surprise, | 

The sentinel in secret lay: 

A wise precaution n’er despise. 

And here they raised a shelter tent; 

In social chat a time was spent: 

When, as the hour of rest was nigh, 
A flight of arrows whistled by ; 

And as the singing weapons erred, 

A fearful war-whoop shout was heard. 
The French with terrors were beset ; 
The Mohawk raised the calumet i 

That emblem true—that admonition, 

Of friendship and of peaceful mission. 
The skulking stranger knew it well; 
Obeyed it as a magic spell: 

Discomfited, he slunk away, 

Like wild beast, cheated of his prey. 

The danger past, the mats are spread ; 
The thankful vespers now are said. 

The stars shoot forth their evening beams, 
That gleam along the watery plain ; 

The crew are lost in pleasant dreams, 

And night resumes his silent reign. 
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Ix. 


The gilded morn unfolds the day ; 

The crew, refreshed, are on their way. 
Then far toward the west serene, 
A lightsome bark canoe is seen ; 
That glides, beneath the bending oar, 
From islet to the distant shore. 

A chief it bears, of gleaming eye, 

And manly arm and breast; 

And shady plumage waving high, 

fein proud and noble crest. 

With hopes to banish idle fear, 

And lure a friendly stranger near, 
The calumet is quickly sent 
Toward the azure firmament. | 

Evasive, like a flitting ghost, . 

As if in wild affright, 
The stranger seeks the distant coast, 
And yanishes from sight. 


xX. 


At length the color of the deep, 
The floating sedge the surface bore, 
The action that was felt below; 
Bespoke a current’s rolling sweep, 
An inlet from an unknown shore, 


That soon its weleome should bestow. 


Pie Ds COW HRY. 


And soon these indications true, 
Presented to the opening view, 
That river, clear and broad and bland, 
The charm of all this western land. 
Its lucid waters quiet rolled, 
Its gem-like islands seemed to float, 
Its heavy forests bloomed on high, 
Its grasses waved beneath the sun; 
Its pendant vines on every hold, 
Its winding banks like rising moat, 
Its wild game flapping in the sky; 


Its whole—a paradise begun. 


D.C 0 


On, boldly pulled the little crew ; 
The gulls above in circles flew. 

Upon the shores the feathered game, 

Unnatural, chanted wild acclaim. 
And in the forest, too, were there, 

With furtive look of coming peril, 
The wolf, the deer, the surly bear, 

The fox, the raccoon, and the squirrel. 
Nor beast alone was witness then 

Of this invasion bold displayed ; 
Among the trees astonished men, 

Were peering, skulking in the shade. 
As push the boatmen up the stream, 
From tree to tree their figures gleam. 

The Mohawk shows the calumet, 


As if by mortal foes beset ; 
A 
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Le Vareau lifts the eross on high, 

As if infernal sprites were nigh. 
And prayer is heard. In wild surprise, 
To Michabou the Mohawk cries: 
The Frenchmen call on heavenly power, 
To guard them in the trying hour. 


eh lire 


Arrived below a grassy isle, 
That could no lurking foe conceal, 
The party stop to rest awhile— 
Prepare and take the hasty meal. 
They anchor to the thrifty grass ; 
The blooming shores are full in view ; 
i A fire of coals is quickly struck ; 
They artful hook the sombre bass, 
And luscious at-ti-ca-me-gue : 
The arrow brings the dainty duck. 
The teeming lakes, in nature’s plan, ' 
Of vast extent from shore to shore, | 
Shall furnish food for hungry man, 
From age to age for evermore. 


PALI LAL 


Refreshed and rested, on they go, 
Against the current’s gentle flow. 
A broad expanse before them lies, 
: And verdant banks to charm the eyes. 
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Ot 


At times the curling smoke is seen, 
That floats upon the dusky air; 
And tells of hut in forest green, 
Perhaps of foeman lurking there. 
No nets are seen for finny race, 
Or windmills on projecting land; 
Yet nature, in her native face, 
Is truly pleasant, truly grand. 
They reach an angle in the stream; 
They onward still their way pursue ; 
When bursts upon them, like a dream, 
Fair Teuchsa Grondie full in view. 
Toward the left the village lies, 
Like coquette, wooing, on the strand ; 
A spot to charm the ravished eyes, 
A fairy scene in fairy land. 
Far up, as seen in purest air, 
A mirror glitters—Lake St. Clair ; 
And on the eastern shore serene, 
Are forest robes in richest green. 
And in the central stream, apart, 
That master-piece of nature’s art, 
Where beauty sets her seal ; 
The Mah-nah-be-zee, Swan its name; 
The Ile aw Cochon, all the same; 
The same the fair Belle Isle. 
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XIV. 


In solemn mood Le Vareau bent; 

On high his thanks devout he sent; 
With firmest vows of zealous life, 
In all the woes of earthly strife. 

The distant channel first they made, | 

For fear of crafty ambuscade; 
But while their boats are drawing nigh, 
And calumet is held on high, 

The pipe of peace is clearly seen— | 
The token of sincere good will, 

At Teuchsa Grondie on the green, 
Where Jossakeed is prophet still. 


Vite 


The boats are quickly on the pebbly strand; 
The natives, wondering, all surprise conceal ; 
The chiefs to huts conduct the stranger band, 
And Whippoorwill prepares the evening meal. 


THUCHSA GRONDIE. 


CoA- NST Ova; 


THE RECEPTION. 


A. D. 1610-11. 


PREFATORY Norte. Jeebi were a species of mythological hobgob- 
lin. The hoot or whoop of the owl inspired a peculiar dread among 
the Indians. Champlain, at the head of a party of French and Hurons, 
attacked and defeated a war party of Mohawks on the western coast of 
Lake Champlain, in 1609. It is said, that the first horses ever seen at 
Teuchsa Grondie, or Detroit, were brought here by Cadillac in 1701, 


I. 


HE summer morn, beside the western lakes 
Inspires a mild, but sweet exhilaration ; 
And happy he who with the dawn awakes, 
And walks abroad for healthy recreation. 


Ee: 
Le Vareau from unquiet rest awoke, 

And took a stroll about the public square ; 
On every side the village well bespoke, 

That savage life in rudest form was there. 
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The cabin was a shelter from the storms, 
Where mat and skin their easy comfort lent; 

But, stretched upon the ground, were lazy forms, 
With shades of night for cover well content. 

The bee was humming to the blossom wild ; 
The robin warbled from adjacent tree ; 

The mocking bird the early hour beguiled ; 
And nature breathed her sweetest melody. 


aisle 
The plain repast was early spread, — 
And Teuchsa Grondie quickly fed ; 
The strangers, too, were well supplied, 
With Mohawk chief—the crafty guide. 
No questions e’er the silence broke, 
As “Why you visit us perforce ;” 
The words were few that either spoke, 
And dignified the intercourse. 
And yet the urchin, skulking round, 
And peering from behind the sire, 
In stranger costume subject found, 
Whereof to wonder and admire. 
In shady nook and humble station, 
He gazes oft in admiration — 
At Vareau’s robe in shining dross ; 
At rosary and flaming cross. 
When youth we thus can deeply move, 
To first incline and then approve; 
Though not an effort be exerted, 
The coming age is half converted. 
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When dangers threaten or beset — 
When difficulties round us press, 
Bold action triumph may beget; 
Audacity may bring success. 
Le Vareau, slowly, from his tent, 
With solemn and imposing air, 
Upon the square for worship went — 
To boldly raise his standard there. 
A thrifty maple lent its shade, 
The center of the promenade ; 
The altar there he raised: 
Upon the cross the dying Lamb ; 
Beside it waved the Oriflamme: 
“Let God be ever praised.” 
In graceful festoons, overhead, | 
An arch of evergreens he spread ; 
Upon amat he kneeled: 
The Avés floated on the air; 
The Lord of Hosts was worshiped there, 
To western world revealed. 
The vast cathedral’s awful dome, 
At London, Paris and at Rome, 
Inspires the true sublime; . 
And yet the dome of vaulted sky — 
The work of God, may well defy 
All else of earth or time: 
And whether we believe or not, 
That service holds us to the spot, 
By soft attractive charms ; 
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Its solemn grandeur calmly tells, 
Like mellow sound of distant bells, 
And prejudice disarms. 
The red man close attention lent, 
In silent, deep astonishment, 
As if to wonder prone; 
He there beheld a living lght, 
That shone upon a dismal night 
Upon the dread unknown. 


Wed 


From day to day, in open air, 
The parties mingled on the square, 
In social conversation ; 
The weeks and months in quiet flew, 
Each day presenting something new ; 
No vapid relaxation. 
At times the Frenchmen used the quiver ; 
The rapid race the natives run ; 
Both parties angled on the river; 
They danced beneath the setting sun. 
And when the winter evenings came, 
In cabin, by the central flame, 
Le Vareau, versed in sacred laws, 
And always true to holy cause, 
Unfolded to the savage mind, 
By gloomy superstition bound, 
The destiny of human kind, 
That learned sages may confound. 
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He tells of mighty Lord above, 
That rules the vast, mysterious train 
Of works of nature multiform — 
In bee that hums the song of love, 
In bison roaming o’er the plain, 
In fierce resounding thunder storm. 
He tells how first creation rose; 
Of tempter, and of sinful man ; 
Salvation and the earnest call ; 
Of refuge for rebellious foes ; 
Of judgment and the final ban; 
Of paradise for one and all. 


Vik’ 

The Mohawk listened, stern and cold, 
As to a wonder often told; 

For missionaries, long before, 

Had told the story o’er and o’er, 

As truth divine, without alloy, 

In cabins of the Iroquois. 
And Jossakeed, with dark suspicion, 

The living type of many more, 
Received the heavenly admonition, 

As worthless legendary lore. 
To him the stranger guest appeared, 

A pioneer of deadly foe; 
In every act and word he feared, 

A messenger of coming woe. 
And yet there opened to his view, 

As more and more he daily scanned, 
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Resemblance of his Manitou, 
Descriptions of his spirit land. 


elie 
The female heart will quicker move, 
Than that of sterner sex, 
At tale of suffering, tale of love; 
And less of doubts perplex. 
As Vareau told, in fervent strain, 
The story of a Saviour slain ; 
Of woes and tears of heavenly Dove; 
Of cross and never dying love ; 
Of cries and groans in dying hour; 
Of tyrant Death’s relenting power; — 
One plastic mind in blooming youth, 


Was deep impressed with solemn truth. 


’Twas Wa-won-ais-sa, Whippoorwill, 
The heir of Kit-ta-coin-si brave ; 
Whose mother then was living still, 
Whose father slept in honored graye: 
The two the female line prolong, 
Of her that sung the cabin song. 
Young Whippoorwill had often sat, 
In deep reflection, on her mat, 
And heard Le Vareau calm explain 
The truth of God’s eternal reign. 
Amid conflicting hopes and fears, 
Her very soul was moved to tears. 
In paradise, in angel band, 
She saw her own dear spirit land. 
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By faith she saw, and clear and calm, 
For woes of life the healing balm — 
The sovereign cure, that sets its seal, 
Where nothing else on earth can heal. 
And in the priest she saw the friend, 
Enchained to her by magic power; 
Whom she would faithfully defend, 
In danger and the trying hour. 
And yet, with prudence past her age, 
Like Mary acting wiser part, 
She kept her thoughts a hidden page, 
And pondered deeply in her heart. 


Vi Dhar 


The active leav’n, in kneaded flour, 
_To agitation moves the whole; 
And truth, inspired by heavenly power, 
Will vibrate thro’ the human soul. 
The acorn on the prairie thrown, 
In forest pride shall upward soar ; 
And truth divine, when once ’tis sown, 
Shall live and bloom for evermore. 
The sluggish, gloomy, savage mind, 
“With wayward thoughts of Deity; 
With shreds of truth, yet truly blind; 
With dreams of sweet felicity ; — 
Is heaved upon tempestuous throe, 
In dark vibration, to and fro, 
By glimpses of an opening day ; — 
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Vibration that shall onward float, 
From age to age, as yet remote, — 
Till race itself shall flee away. 


IX. 


And thus the evening hours were spent ; 
And thus the winter came and went; — 
The winter with its crystal air, 
And scanty snows that cumber there: 
Good cheer beguiled the chilling blast ; 
And weeks and months in pleasure passed. 
And sport was rife, on hunter’s trail ; 
The huts with meat were well supplied, 
From deer and turkey, partridge, quail, 
And brave Sir Bruin in his pride. 
No horses graced that paradise, 
For servitude or proud review; 
And hence, no “ Running on the ice,” 
Or racing “On the Avenue.” 
The active children sport and play, 
Upon the river’s frozen side; 
No schools to take their time away, 
No mistress there to watch and chide. 
On Sabbath morn no chiming bell, 
Inviting to the house of prayer; 
And yet the chants in grandeur tell, 
From altar in the open air. 
By intercourse, from day to day, 
Reserve, suspicion, wear away; 
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Of scenes of love we, too, might tell, 
Between the guests and mademoiselle. 
The French incline to sccial life; 
The red men, spite the scalping knife, 
To peace and honest friendship tend ; 
And thus the races quickly blend. 


x. 


While thus upon the surface reigned 
A universal calm, 
Beneath, a gloomy soul retained 
The spirit of alarm. 
The dark, perverse and rigid mind, 
Of Jossakeed, was all suspicion ; 
He feared the worst ; nor aught could find, 
In stranger guest but admonition. 
He saw approach, with rapid pace, 
The darkest woes for all his race; 
He firm resolved in coldest blood, 
To nip the danger in the bud. 
He first consulted Whippoorwill — 
The widowed mother, living still; 
She, seeing how his mind was bent, 
In silence yielded her consent. 
The secret labored in her mind; 
She would prevent the fearful slaughter ; 
And, like a whisper on the wind, 
She darkly hinted to her daughter. 
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x Te 


The Mohawk, though a trusty guide, 
Was blood of the Algonquin race ; 
And Jossakeed, in speech aside, 
Could well a vengeful spirit trace. 
The fortunes of a bloody war, 
Had sunk him to the prisoner’s ban, 
To perish or his race abjure ; 
He rose at once an Iroquois: 
It changed his name and changed the man; 
For savage grace may thus enure. 
Champlain the Mohawks late assailed ; 
Before him proudest chieftains quailed. 
Some wildly fled with fiercest yell ; 
Some nobly fought and bravely fell. 
A smothered vengeance, dark and dread, 
Still raged in Me-shi-nau-wa’s breast ; 
“Death to the French,” he calmly said ; 
“T guide the viper, yet detest.” 


XIi. 

Six trusty braves were in the plot — 

Six braves —of demon world begot ; 
Fiends, that in darkness love to walk, 
To wield the knife and tomahawk. 

“'To perpetrate the bloody deed, 

‘Choose darkest night,” said Jossakeed ; 
“And of that night the darkest hour, 
To end the strangers’ hated power.” 
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At length arrived the dreadful night — 

The dark assassin’s pure delight. 

The French were lost in slumbers deep ; 
Or feigned, at least, profoundest sleep. 

No voice is heard, or even breath; 

Their tent is like the house of death. 
Abroad the chieftains quiet steal, 
Their fatal, vengeful blow to deal. 

They creep along the darksome way, 

Like tigers crouching for the prey: 

And soon the war-whoop yell will ring, 
The prelude to the deadly spring. 


SCO 
But first they cautiously survey, 
The waiting scene for bloody fray — 

A. reconnoissance wisely made, 

To guard against an ambuscade. 
Below the hanging canvass door, 

An open space, an ell or more, 

Was left by chance, or by design ; 
Low stooped the leader — Jossakeed, 
To see if aught could there impede — 

To see if all to sleep incline. 

A chilling horror quickly stole, 
Upon his grim and troubled soul ; 

His eye was met by ghostly stare ; 
A smothered brand, a fitful blaze, 
Reveals to his affrighted gaze, 

A dismal phantom standing there. 
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Its dim outline is scarcely seen, 
And yet it has imposing mien, 

Like spectre in a horrid dream ; 

Its moan is that of deepest woe ; 

Its eye is on the crouching foe, 

With steady anger flashing gleam. 
Condemned, like statue, there to he, 
The chief can neither speak nor fly, 

Or rise or turn aside the view; 
The jeebi seems, in terror’s eye, 

A. spirit from an angry sky, 

Or vengeance-dealing Manitou. 
The stillness of the awful hour, 

Is hike unknown, supernal power, 

That petrifies the wicked mind ; 
The heaving breath is like the sound, 
Of stifled groan from under ground ; 

And expectations grimly bind. 
To add to the unbounded fright, 

And swell the terrors of the night, 

The owl whoops out his yell agen ; 
Up spring, as from a thunder blast, 
The dread conspirators aghast, 

And scamper to their darksome den. 


Sige 

As whispers to the forest trees 

The ever restless autumn breeze, 
Young Whippoorwill obscurely told 
Le Vareau of the plot so bold ; 
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And as the fatal hour drew near, 
She trembled with unwonted fear: 
She feared, for him, the reeking blade; 
And for herself, if once betrayed. 
Fore-warned, fore-armed: On the alert, 
The French for dreaded worst prepare ; 
Their deepest skill they now exert, 
To wisely do and bravely dare. 
To save a life at any cost, 
Would ever be a worthy boast ; 
To every peaceful means exhaust, 
Le Vareau played the spectre ghost. 
If this should fail to check the foe, 
The fearful strife would quickly tell; 
And blow upon redoubled blow, 
Would sound a dreadful funeral knell. 
The stratagem was all success; 
The plot was quickly laid aside ; 
_ The phantom left its deep impress, 
Upon the red man’s vaunted pride. 


av ; 

The shadows of. the night are darkly set, 
As deeply colored by a murd’rous deed ; 

Its dreadful scene the chiefs can n’er forget, 
And slumber flees the eyes of Jossakeed. 


XSi. 


“If gentle woman cannot secret keep ; 


If from her indiscretions many weep ; 
12 


¥ 
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If all her inmost thoughts at once are read, 


= And thro’ a tell-tale world are quickly spread ; — 
_ How many grave mishaps does she prevent, 
By sly suggestion, admonition lent! 


How oft, when direst woes are near at hand, 


; ; She glides a guardian angel thro’ the land. 


THUCHSA GRONDIE. 


CANTO. Vol. 


OT-SI KE-TA. 


A. D. 1611. 


PREFATORY Note. Ot-si Ke-ta was an ancient Indian name for 
‘Lake St. Clair. For the story of Equa Monido and Isk-wan Dai-me-ka, 
see Schoolcraft’s Hiawatha Legends, page 213. The lodge of Isk-wan 
is supposed to have been at the present site of the Grand Trunk Rail- 
way Depot, on the Canada side, at the out-let of Lake Huron. 


sil Ty 
EASON of birds! Thou lovely spring! 
Make haste, abroad thy odors fling! 
Let nature’s grateful incense rise, 
A tribute to benignant skies: 
The swelling bud, the flower display, 
In robes of green for summer day ; — 
To shade the hunter in his roam; 
The prelude to the harvest home. 
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Tele. 


The sun ascends the vernal skies; 

Its tenants, now, the cabin spurn ; 
The soft—the balmy winds arise ; 

Aquatic birds to North return. 
No mountain torrents here, from melted snow, 
- To dash and thunder to the plains below: 
The even tides of mighty lake and river, 
Like rolling years, roll steady and forever. 
The sparkling waters, in their vast extent, 
Reflect the glories of the firmament. 
Unbounded plains in gorgeous verdure shine: 
Oh, Mighty West! True majesty is thine. 


LILI. 


The rosy fingered morn awoke serene, 
The birds their carols sung so merrily; 

The rising day, arrayed in richest green, 
Walked thro’ the land a bright divinity. 

Each kept the secret of that dreadful night, 
Nor question made of what the other knew; 

The French no dark suspicion would invite, 
The crafty Mohawk would his craft renew. 

Artful the speech, the mien, the studied air, 
That each observed, tho’ often frank and bold; 

And oft the eye would meet unguarded stare, 
That quick betrayed, and all the secret told. 
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Iv. 
Though raging storm may die away, 
And leave, serene, the blazing day ; 
Though dashing torrents may subside, 
And slow abate the surging tide; 
Yet angry rolls the turbid stream, 
So lately in commotion tossed ; 
Like soul awake from horrid dream. 
Or mind in recent fury lost. 
Although in stoic calmness all appears, 
The fiercest passions of the human soul — 
Hate, disappointment, ire and mingled fears, 
Rage in the red man’s breast without control. 
If once the gloomy Jossakeed should learn, 
That dreadful ghost was but the monkish sire, 
- And he @ dupe, his vengeance fierce would burn, 
To priest and men an all-consuming fire. 
Le Vareau sees it all; and yet is blind 
To all he sees and knows. His self-possession, 
His kindly Christian heart, his prudent mind, 
The danger meet and baffle all aggression. 
’Tis sure destruction now and here to falter, 
And every look and step is firm and bold; 
The service, more imposing, at the altar, 
Its ringing chants a solemn awe unfold. 


v. 
Enjoyment in its purity, 
Must feel a calm security. 
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A mutual fear with cold distrust, 
Will generate a deep disgust: 
And weary is the daily life, 
And full of inward grief and pain, 
Where dark, suspicious dread is rife, 
With empty pride and high disdain, 
They poison every cheerful ray, 
That beams on life’s tempestuous way ; 
And formal signs of kindness made, 
Are but deceptive masquerade. 


Vi. 
The haunted mind, in every form, 
Suggests a rising thunder storm. 
Dark indications, every day, 
In silence call — away, away ! 
The very curs the call enhance, 
By surly growl and look askance. 
The pappoose on the mother’s arm, 
Ts instinct with a dread alarm. 
The troubled clouds of summer night 
Are filled with terror and affright. 
The hoot of owl at midnight hour, 
As of a trusty sentinel, » 
Bespeaks the rise of dreaded power — 
Of tomahawk and savage yell. 
“ Away,” Le Vareau says, “away ; 
We perish if we longer stay ; 
Prepare the boats while yet we may ; 
Be calm, and yet — away, away !” 


? 
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Says Jossakeed, “Do not prevent, 
But urge, assist them to depart:” 

“ Away,” the Mohawk cries, still bent 
On vengeance rankling in his heart. 


Wes 


The lightsome tent at once is struck; 
The boats are floating at the strand; 
Aboard is placed the scanty truck; 
The oars and helm are ready man’d. 
Le Vareau chants the Te Deum, 
At holy altar on the square; 
He goes, for parting hour is come, 
But leaves the altar standing there. 
Le Vareau’s love for heathen band 
Invokes a blessing from above, 
Upon them all—the young and old, 
Like pastor on his little flock; 
The chiefs accept extended hand, 
But hate return for kindly love; 
Adieus are silent, grim and cold, 
And stern as from a mountain rock. 
The boats move up the crystal tide ; 
With easy grace they calmly glide: 
The gazing crowd, upon the shore, 
Will see this hapless crew no more. 
And now, upon the air so still, 
Is heard, in rising numbers sweet, 
And richest notes, the wild refrain — 
The soul depressing, parting song; 
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Brave Duroc and the Whippoorwill, 
Alternate from the strand and fleet, 
The swelling symphony maintain ; 
The shores the melody prolong. 


THE PARTING SONG. 


DUROC. 
Farewell, thou lovely, charming spot, 
That nature formed with choicest art; 
To leave thee thus, oh, hard the lot; 
And yet, farewell, we must depart. 


WHIPPOORWILL. 
Stranger, adieu! you lately came, 
Unheralded by friend or foe ; 
And yet did whispering birds proclaim, 
The pioneers of coming woe. 


DUROC. 
We came not like the flitting bird, 
That leaves no footprints on the air; 
The song eternal ye have heard, 
Undying faith is planted there. 


WHIPPOORWILL. 
Nay, nay; before you disappear — 
Before the sun shall set to-day, 
All vestige of your coming here, 
In vengeance shall be swept away. 


" DUROC. 
Yet plastic mind shall firm retain, 
The emblem of the cross, unfurled ; 
And soon the standard, sent again, 
4 Shall wave above the western world. 
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WHIPPOORWILL. 
It may be so; the human will, 
Enraged — determined to be blind, 
Recurs to hated dogma still, 
And hate enchains it on the mind. 


DUROC. 
Adieu, adieu; though ills beset, 
To unknown lands we onward press; 
The flying past we soon forget, 
We brave the distant wilderness. 


WHIPPOORWILL. 
You rest upon a broken reed ; 
Take warning — from the danger flee; 
The coming of the vulture heed, 
Beware the storm and treachery. 


ADIL Os 


The sounds upon the waters died : 
The fleet shot up the islet side. 
The playful wave, from bending oar, 
Was lost upon the sandy shore. 
Then loud was heard upon the strand, 
Of Jossakeed, the stern command: 
“Throughout the town, in every place, 
Their hated footprints deep erase ; 
Not e’en the holy altar spare, 
That blazes on the public square.” 
The work, upon the spot begun, 
Was finished ere the set of sun. 
The ashes of the stranger’s tent, 


They scatter with determined will; 
12 
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. They madly snuff the very scent, 

That of the guests may linger still. 
Yet, till his death, old Jossakeed, 

With all the bravery he could boast — 
With stoic pride and stoic creed, 

Could n’er forget the dreadful ghost. 
_ The cross, upon the maple tree, 

Which Vareau cut in living bark — 
That emblem —in sympliity, 

Is covered — a detested mark. 
But deep impressions, left behind, 
Upon the thoughtful, savage mind, 

Among the race ere long shall tell; 
From vilest worm that walks the sod, 
The spirit of the living God, 

Assenting faith will soon compel. 


ENG 


The oar beneath the swell was bent ; 
The little fleet was onward sent. 
It followed in the gentle wake 
Of pioneer —a stately drake. 
To soothe the rage of hostile clan, 
The calumet was in the van; 
To lure a guardian angel nigh, 
The cross was lifted to the sky. 
The Mah-nah-be-zee, swan, they pass, 
In blooming, bright, array ; 
They skirt the fields of waving grass ; 
The river floats away. 
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They enter on that smiling lake, — 
The Ot-si Ke-ta fair ; 
No chafing winds the surface break, 
Of much admired St. Clair. 
No swelling sails the vision grace, 
For pleasure or for gain, — 
To fright the game or finny race, 
Or vex the placid main. 
And yet in ages not remote, 
A mighty commerce here shall float — 
To outward world shall soon extend, 
And with the ocean traffic blend. 


xX, 
The scene is charming to behold; 
Like sweet elysium, often told: 
The pebble on the strand appears, 
In polish of a thousand years. 
The forest on the sloping side, 
Is mirrored in the crystal tide ; 
- And though beneath the shady green, 
The peering native oft is seen, 
And curling smokes the hut bespeak, 
No yells upon the silence break. © 
Wild flocks in purest waters lave, 
And circle far above the wave. 
Beneath, the at-ti-ca-me-gue, 
The sturgeon and the bass pursue 
Their lazy life, with nimble pike ; 
A paradise for all alike. 
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And speed and grace the trout combines ; 
His gilded robe in glory shines: 
He moves as if by will alone, 
A monarch on his watery throne. 


Bote 
By counteracting forces held, 
Fierce heat and cold are here repelled. 

Intensest beams of summer day, 

Are mellow as the autumn ray. 
Unbroken plains of waters vast 
Attemper winter’s chilling blast, 

And mitigate the tempest’s rage; 
Spring clothes the banks in richest green ; 
The golden autumn smiles serene — 

Bright emblem of the golden age. 
The waters, to the distant eye, 

Are blended with the azure sky; 

The two as one — an ocean seems; 
Light, fleecy clouds, and here and there, 
Are floating on the buoyant air, 

The chariots of the land of dreams. 
Seek ye a paradise below, 

With cool and sweet refreshing air? 
Go draw the breath the walks bestow, 

At Ot-si Ke-ta, Lake St. Clair. 

Seek ye a lovely rural home, 

Where land and water well combine? 
No farther need than here to roam; 

Here, calm contentment shall be thine. 
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Away the little navy flies ; 
The coast is mingled with the skies. 
The ripples from the dipping oar, 
In murmurs lap the distant shore. 
At length the meadow plains appear, 
The winding channel intricate— 
The “flats” that vex the engineer, 
And mariners exasperate. A 
They wind along the crooked way, 
The waving grasses ever nigh ; 
Wild duck their nautiec skill display, 
The blackbird charms the summer sky. 
And up they wend that noble stream, 
The same—St. Clair, its honored name ; 
Whose banks with richest verdure teem ; 
Whose forests teem with noble game. 


IG JEM AE 


As river islands past them glide, 
Up speaks the surly Mohawk guide: 
“To legend lend attentive ear, 
The scene of which is drawing near. 
Upon the distant ‘Sleeping Bear,’ 
A mother would her daughter spare ; 
Nor would the bridal hand bestow, 
Of lovely Equa Monido. 
She hides the maid by night and day, < 
Within an ark upon the Bay. 
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The water-spirits multiform, 

In anger raise the driving storm. 
The girl is swept, a lightsome freight, 
Thro’ Mackinaw—the narrow strait, 

To Huron’s outlet flood afar— 

The lodge of Isk-wan Dai-me-ka. 
Old Isk-wan guards the rapid shoot, 
And dares who will the maid dispute: 

He takes her as his lawful wife ; 

The spirits yield the dreadful strife. 
The mother, in her wild despair, 

With lamentations rends the air. 

In turn the spirits lend their aid, 

To swift return the hapless maid. 
Another storm they soon prepare, 

That sweeps the maid to ‘Sleeping Bear;’ 

Nor will the raging storm abate, 

Till Isk-wan feels their settled hate. 
By fiercely driving wind and tide, 

The lodge of sand, from side to side, 

They shake and heave, in disarray, 

Till shapeless mass is borne away. 
The fragments, that the tempest fled, 

In these fair islands raise their head: 

Beneath them, in the watery deep, 

The bones of Isk-wan quiet sleep. 
The many islands found below, 

To shores of rolling Erie far, 

May also thank the Monido, 
And vanquished Isk-wan Dai-me-ka.” 


OT-SI KE-TA, 183 


i 
And now behold the Huron flood, 
Where, thro’ the narrow bracing gate, 
The current swiftly rushes out; 
The guardian Manitou’s abode— 
Old Dai-me-ka, as grim as fate; 
The paradise of shooting trout. 
On either hand the oak and pine, _ 
And stately ash: The pendant vine, 
Its grateful shadow lends. 
From ocean lake the cooling breeze, 
In whispers thro’ the forest trees, 
A cordial welcome sends. 


@ Pa 

The sun is sweeping down the western sky ; 
The hour of rest and sleep is drawing nigh: 
The boats are hauled upon the sandy beach; 
A grove of pines for shelter soon they reach: 
A tent is set; the hook and line are cast ; 
And soon is spread the traveler’s rich repast. 
The prayers—the solemn vespers said again, 
And night resumes his solitary reign. 


TEUCHSA GRONDITE. 


OANTO VII. 


EQUABAW. 


A. D. 1611. 


PREFATORY NOTE. Ca-ni-a-ta-re, was a general Indian name for 
Lake Huron. Qua-to-gie, also signified Huron, whether applied to a 
lake, river or nation. The ‘‘ Great White Rock,” mn Lake Huron, 
was an object of much interest and even of superstition among the 
Indians of the Northwest. Equabaw, the end of deep waters, an 
ancient name for Saginaw Bay. This, and several of the following 
z Cantos, afford an opportunity to present some prominent features of the 
; Indian mythology. ; 


5 | i 
AIL, ancient Ca-ni-a-ta-re ! 
Proud Huron, noble Qua-to-gie! 


Thy flood, a sea — an ocean makes; 
Majestic Queen of Northern Lakes! 


; Thy ample robes, in freedom cast, 

; Are playful sport for sweeping blast! 

: Thy darksome caverns, dread, sublime, 
‘ Are fed by wrecks and spoils of time. 


af 
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As night devours the evening beams, 
And thus divided reign maintains ; 
Thou drinkest in a thousand streams, 
That murmur from a thousand plains. 
Beneath thy bosom many sleep, 
Where manitous their vigils keep ; 
There myriads yet their life shall pay, 
Before the final judgment day. 
Roll on, majestic Huron wave! 
Let wind and water fret and rave: 
Let billows lash resounding shore; 
Roll on, proud Huron, evermore ! 


i 


And now the rays of morn awake; 
The early meal the party take. 

The tent is struck at rising sun, 

And goon the journey is begun. 
The boats, ike swimmers, hardy seem; 
They labor up the rapid stream. 

The plying oars, on either side, 

Are bent beneath the sweeping tide. 
A dog the crafty Mohawk craves, 

To soothe the sleepless river god ; 
He kills it, throws it in the waves; 

Le Vareau gives assenting nod. 
Great Michabou assistance lends, 


And up the little navy sends. 
13 
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They enter that extended sea, 
Far rolling Ca-ni-a-ta-re. 
The rising sun is clear and bright — 
In gorgeous panoply of light. 
The placid lake a mirror seems, 


That flashes back the morning beams. 


And yet ere long will storm awake ; 
The coast the lashing tempest feel ; 

The earth to her foundation shake; 
Sublime the volleyed thunder peal. 


FEA E A ey 


They pass along the western shore, 
That rises boldly to the view; 
Its bays and cliffs and streams explore, 
And onward still their way pursue. 
To right —a waste of waters mild ; 
To left — unbounded forest wild ; — 
As wild — its roving habitant, 
With soul and will of adamant. 
They sail beside the shady pines, 
Beneath the oak’s extended arm ; 
The summer in its glory shines, 
And fragrant odor swells the charm. 
The view that far and wide extends, 
To Duroe inspiration lends: 
His notes 4 measured cadence keep, 
With bending oar beneath the deep. 


Oe ae ee 
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SONG. 
A 
Upon the lake the shallop flies, 
Beside the forest green ; 
The Qua-to-gie a mirror lies, 
That deep reflects the azure skies; 
Enchanting is the scene. 


as 
As farther still away we roam, 
. Upon the western plains, ; 
We oft recur to early home, 
Around the old cathedral dome, 
Where happiness remains. ; “ 


3. 
But what; in distant wilderness, 
May now for us delay ? 
Yea, what may be our deep distress— 
What horrors may around us press, 
In this the desert way ? 


4, 
May He that reigns above the sky, 
Eternal and alone, 
Though distant, be forever nigh ; 
And, like the apple of His eye, 
In mercy guard His own. 


TV 


For ambush or for battle fray, 

The red men skulk along the way ; 
And pipe of peace is kept in sight, 
With flaming cross— celestial light. * 
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To feed and rest the weary band, 

The fleet is moored upon the strand. 
The baited hook is quickly cast, 
And soon is spread a rich repast. 


aa 
That temple of the Manitou — 
The “Great White Rock,” was full in view; 

It boldly stood a Weacwn hight ; 

It proudly shot above the wave, 
The wind and raging storm to brave ; 

A trusty g Pande by day or night. 
Beneath its ever hallowed shade, 
Devout libations oft were paid, 

To jeebis in their deep recess ; 

And from its lofty, dizzy view, 
Brave chieftains prayed to Manitou, 

The foe to curse, the friend to bless. 
The water spirits, grim and dread, 
Would march in fierce and horrid tread, 

Upon the raging flood below; 

And then would hurl from ocean shock, 
The dashing spray above the rock, 
To paint the smiling iris bow. 
In presence of the little band, 
The Mohawk mounts the lofty stand ; 

And, in apparent deep contrition, 

He silent prays great Michabou, 
Of Northern Lakes the Manitou, 
To send them all to swift perdition. 
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we 
While thus the surly chieftain prayed. 
A fairy form they dimly see ; 
She whispers from the sylvan shade: 
‘“‘ Beware the storm and treachery.” 
The party onward press: The coast, 
A rough —a rocky bed can boast. 
The hidden, far-projecting reef, 
Is shun’d by wary pilot chief, 
Of wreck and ruin fraught. They reach 
A desert shore —a sandy beach ; 
A point they turn, and smiling lies 
An ample bay before their eyes. 
Its ancient name was Equabaw — 
The end of waters deep; 
Its modern, Bay of Saginaw, 
Where dangers rarely sleep. 


WaT 
Though oft in calm serenity, 
It was a rolling — troubled sea. 
The gathered tempest on the lake, 
Would thro’ the narrow passage break ; 
And then, in turn, the forest side, 
Would refluent hurl the windy tide. 
Alternate gales, thus sweeping by, 
The billows toss against the sky. 
The foaming surges, on the shore, 
Prolong a heavy, distant roar ; 
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Nor laden yawl or bark canoe, 
In safety, then, can venture through. 
The countless wrecks, in every form, 
Far scattered on the strand, 
Are trophies of the raging storm, 
Like tempest now at hand. 


WiLEL. 

Great Michabou had heard the prayer, 

The Mohawk whispered on the air: 

- He hushed the eager winds to peace ; 
He bid the troubled water cease. 

Inviting was the placid tide, 

But treacherous as the crafty guide ; 

And vultures, circling on the air, 
Foretold disaster lurking. there. 

Le Vareau said: “The passage o’er, 

Is narrow, from the shore to shore; 
Speak, shall we fearlessly essay, 
And speed us on the shortest way ?” 

“We shall,” the Mohawk quick replied ; 

“ We soon may run the glassy tide 
In perfect safety.” Dire advice! 
Destruction to the crew the price. 

He trusted to his lusty arm, 

When angry wave should roll, 

To save him from the raging storm, 


And bring him to the goal. 


# 
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The preparations ready made, 


To try the shorter way, 
A voice was heard in forest shade, 
In melancholy lay. 
It floated on the mellow air, 
To Vareau and the rest, 
As if an angel warbled there, 
Or spirit of the blest. 
The party lend a ready ear, 
To catch the sweet refrain ; 
The stanzas echo soft and clear, 
The chorus swells again. 
“Ye rest upon a broken reed; 
Take warning, from the danger flee ; 
The coming of the vulture heed ; 
Beware the storm and treachery.” 
When once again the voice is still, 
They recognize the Whippoorwill. 
The chief she knew; the storm foresaw, 
Upon the restless Equabaw. 
Her earnest warning to repeat, 
She followed, long, the little fleet : 
By wave of hand she bid adieu, 
And back to Teuchsa Grondie flew. 
The Mohawk hears, with silent rage, 
The calm, prophetic voice ; 
The others at the oars engage, 
And make the fatal choice. 
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The boats are pushed from off the strand, 
And swift retires the hazy land. 

The dars a steady cadence keep ; 

A glassy swell is on the deep. 
One-half the anxious passage o’er, 
They dimly see the farther shore. 

Arises now the frowning god ; 

He strides upon the troubled fiood. 

A vivid flame — his darting eye; 

His thunder rolls along the sky. 

He bids the sleeping winds awake, 
And sweep along the narrow lake. 

The clouds to darker fury grow; 

And black as fate the floods below. 
Relentless as the god, and strong, 
Wave chases rushing wave along— 

Surmounted by the snowy crest, 

An instant foaming, then at rest. 

The Manitou applies the scourge ; 
The boats are dashed upon the surge. 

As massive oak and lofty ash, 

Are rent by volleyed thunder crash, 
They shiver: Light, the ruins le, 
All playful dancing to the sky. 

The monk, the crew, the crafty guide, 

Amid the fearful strife, 

Are hurled into the angry tide, 

To battle there for life. 


a 
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The Manitou has marked their home, 
By stern, unbending law ; 
He cuffs them with the dashing foam, 
Of furious Equabaw. 
In hapless, hopeless, wild despair, 
They rise and gasp for vital air; 
No hand is there to save: 
In vain is now their stalworth might; 
They sink, exhausted, out of sight, 
In overwhelming wave. 
And there, like foeman deadly foe, 
1 ; Upon the battle plain, 
They grapple in a mortal throe, 
In fierce, convulsive strain. 
And Michabou is near at hand, 
His destined victims to demand, 
With shrill, exultant yell: 
They perish, one and all, in brief, 
Save Duroc, Vareau and the chief: 
Devoted band, farewell! 


xp 
Brave Duroc, hopeful to the last, 
Seized Vareau’s cassock firm and fast ; 
Le Vareau, in his wild despair, 
The Mohawk grappled by the hair. 
No time was there for vain debate, 
No time to stop and think; 
The chief must save detested freight, 
Or with it quickly sink. 
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Two “vessels” thus he took “in tow,” 
Forlorn in friendless hour; 
Nor should the “salvage trip” be slow, 
With such a motive power. 
Nor did the chief a question ask, 
Or chaffer as to pay ; 
He quick addressed him to the task, 
That plain before him lay. 
His brawny limbs he firmly plied, 
Like steady sweeping oar ; 
He dashed the rolling flood aside, 
He “pulled ” for farther shore. 
And fierce the Manitou may rave, 
In deep chagrin and grief; 
He now must stay the wind and wave, 
Or take his crafty chief. 
Like shattered frigate of the main, 
That anchors in the bay ; 
The Mohawk touches land again, 
With those he would betray. 
And now the Manitou may flee, 
To roam upon the Qua-to-gie ; 
And there to watch for other prey, 
Perhaps to come another day. 


oie 
As set the sun in western sky, 
And clouds in purple shone, 
A feeble voice sent forth a ery, 
In melancholy tone. 


id 
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It first repeats the warning voice 
Of anxious Whippoorwill, 
Against the false — the fatal choice: 
The echoes deeply thrill. 
“You rest upon a broken reed ; 
Take warning, from the danger flee ; 
The coming of the vulture heed, 
Beware the storm and treachery.” 
Anp THEN: 
“The red breast and the Whippoorwill, 
May chant their sweetest roundelay ; 
But we will sing yet sweeter still, 
Our carols of the closing day.” 
Brave Duroc, weary, faint and chill, 
In distant wilderness, 
Could warble forth his music still, 
Tho’ horrors might oppress. 
In stranger land, however far, 
Whatever dangers may beset, 
Wherever in the world we roam; 
Tlowever fierce malignant star ; 
We never, never can forget, 
Familiar songs of early home. 


STEAL IE 


The sounds upon the waters die away; 
The chilling dews of evening heavy fall ; 

Soft melts the twilight of departing day, 
And gloomy darkness soon envelops all. 
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While baftled winds are sighing on the deep, bg 
And sulky waves are moaning on the shore; 
The three, exhausted, sink to welcome sleep, | 
To dream their many weary troubles o’er. 


THUCHSA GRONDIE. 


CRANE LO QVel Lt, 


THONDER BAY. 


1X AD sen (ont 


PREFATORY Note. Cannibalism was not unfrequent among the 
North American Indians. Wa-bas-so signified the rabbit, or the nim- 
ble-footed. Keneti was the great war eagle, representing, among the 
Algonquins, the Manitou of thunder; and Thunder Bay, on Lake 
Huron, is deemed an appropriate locality in which to distinguish the 
Algonquin ideas of thunder from those of the Iroquois, as presented 
in the Third Canto. It will be remembered that the Ottawa is one of 


the great rivers of Canada. 
Ihe 


HEN darkest clouds beset our way, 
And shafts of death around us play; 
When life is on a moment cast, 
And each fond breath may be the last ;— 
In fierce excitement of the hour, 
We rise as by a hidden power ; 
We calmly hear the tempest roar ; 
We seem above ourselves to soar, 


ee 
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Reaction comes. The scene of danger fled, 
We seem as if but risen froni the dead. 
The nervous system sinks from wild excess, 
And all the horrors of the past oppress. 
And yet the spirits rise upon the wing 
Of purest thankfulness, We joyful sing. 
Devotion from the grateful heart aspires — 
Pure emanation from celestial fires. 


rie Re 
As morning light invades the skies, 
From troubled lake the vapors rise ; 
But as the sun displays his beams, 
They flee like unsubstantial dreams. 
The waves that late the navy tore, 
Now gently murmur to the shore: 
In mournful symphony they blend, 
With sigh and moan for perished friend. 
Although the tempest fierce beset, 
The Mohawk saved the calumet ; 
But oh, irreparable loss! 
Le Vareau missed the holy cross. 
And yet he soon the loss forgave ; 
For by it, as from pious care, 
An altar rises "neath the wave, 
To purge the souls that wander there. . 


TIAL a 


Upon the bark of thrifty beach, 
As high as lifted arm could reach, 


A 
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The priest, devout, a cross engraved ; 
The fleur de lis beside it waved. 
In lowly reverence then he bowed ; 
A. gloom the forest, shed ; 
In solemn tone he sung aloud, 
The requiem for the dead. 
“Sleep on, dear friends, beneath the flood; 
All men to death are born; 
Rest, troubled souls, in peace of God 
Till resurrection morn. 
And we, great God! we onward press, 
As mercy Thou hast shown; 
Thy witness, in the wilderness ;— 
In dangers yet unknown.” 
The chief, apart, in forest shade, 
With dripping vapors wet, 
In deep chagrin, devotion paid, 
On vengeance firmly set. 
“Thanks for myself, to Michabou, 
For safety from the wave; 
But why, oh, why! great Manitou! 
Have two escaped the grave. 
And why was I the instrument, 
To drag them from the deep descent ? 
One wish, one only wish, I cherish — 
That both, accursed, may quickly perish.” 


Ta Viee 


With neither bow, or food or boat, 
With succors far and goal remote, 
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The future way is dark indeed ; 
And yet the trio onward speed. 
But how shall hunger find supphes? F 
Can roots or leaves or bark suftice ? 
Or will the ravens, as of yore, 
Supply with bread the desert shore ? 
Enough, beneath a gentle sky, 
A guardian angel hovers nigh ; 
And, in the faith of gloomy chief, 
The Manitou will bring relief. 
In trying hour, a sure defense, 
Is found in trusted Providence. 
The storm that raged the night before, 
A lusty sturgeon high had cast, 
In rocky pool upon the shore, 
Where still it lived, a rich repast. 
The flint, selected from the strand, 
Struck on the knife emits the spark; 
Combustibles are near at hand, : 
In withered leaves and tinder bark. 
With simple culinary care, 
The coals perform their proper share. 
The luscious meal is quickly spread ; 
The unforgotten grace is said. 
The feast they eagerly divide, 
And appetite is satisfied : 
A part is saved for future day; 
The trio speed them on the way. 
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We 


The path was desert, wild, forlorn; 

Deep shaded by the fir and pine; 
Beset with bush and cruel thorn; 

Thick interlaced with limb and vine. 
The Huron dashed resounding tide, 
Against the rock-bound forest side; 

Or rolled upon the sandy shore, 

In one harmonious, constant roar. 
Upon the waters, clear and bright, 

The gull was never out of sight; 

And high above the sylvan green, 

The hawk and eagle oft were seen. 

/ Throughout the land’s unbounded space, 
Were noble trophies for the chase ; 

Vexation sore and heavy cost, 

To him that had his weapons lost. 
The party wandered on, so dreary, 

Till on the third revolving day, 
They sat them down, forlorn and weary, 


Upon the shore of Thunder Bay. 


eT 
Since first the three were left alone, 
A sombre brow the chief had shown; 
For deep design, upon the life 
Of other two, was always rife ; 
And therefore one a vigil kept, 


Alternate, while the other slept. 
14 
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But now, beneath a noon-day sky, 
Untold the listless moments fly ; 
The forest lends a grateful shade, 
And slumbers heavy eyes invade. 
The chief is wakeful. Night and day 
He watches to destroy his prey. 
“Now is the time,” he calmly said, 
“To send the living to the dead: 
Great Michabou, the others take, 
Nor I will drag them from the lake.” 
He softly creeps upon the strand ; 
He grasps a stone in either hand ; 
Like crouching cat, with gleaming eye, 
He glides to where the sleepers lie. 
The trophy scalp, so highly prized, 
Will here be proudly realized ; 
And, borne to cabin whence he came, 
Will swell a wide extended fame; 
The spirits of the victims far 
Shall wander — to the evening star. 
He grinds his teeth in very rage; 
He now will read a bloody page. 
The massive stones are lifted high; 
Sweet, sweetest vengeance now is nigh. 
An instant and ‘unerring throw, 
Will thunder down the crushing blow ;— 
The sleepers perish on the spot, 
Their fate unknown, their names forgot. 
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VII. 
He gave a fiendish — ghastly yell; 
He sprung his length into the air; 
He yelled again and lifeless fell, 
And lay a bloody trophy there. 
A. lurking foe, unknown, unseen — 
He too, with savage, vengeful art, 
From deeply shaded, bushy screen, 
Had sent an arrow to his heart. 
In doubt if friend or foe beset, 
Le Vareau rose in wild amaze: 
He raised the peaceful calumet ; 
Another met his eager gaze. 
And soon, emerging from the shade, 
A. lofty savage form he saw: 
The sign of recognition made, 


Revealed the friendly Ottawa. 


Weleda 


The Mohawk chief, on bold foray, 
In desperate war of former day, 
Amid the northern blast ; 
The brave Wa-bas-so’s friend had slain, 
And vengeance called for blood again — 
Atonement for the past. 
And, in his cabin home afar, 
Upon the rapid Ottawa, 
From bloody strife at rest ; 
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Wa-bas-so, rabbit, lately knew, 
Of expedition had in view, 
Toward the distant West: 
And that the Mohawk, in his pride, 
Pretentious, as a trusty guide, 
Would act the crafty role; 
And on the unsuspecting French, 
Would try, in fatal hour, to quench 
The hatred of his soul. 
As lion rouses from his lair, 
Wa-bas-so quick resolved to dare, 
The dangers of the way ; 
Le Vareau and his,crew to spare, 
Their never ending peril share, 


And blood for blood repay. 


IE RES 


With tomahawk and calumet, 
And trusty bow and ready blade, 
And plumage for his coronet, 
He plunged into the forest shade. 
He traced the well known Ottawa, 
He passed the Nipissing ; 
He struck for distant Mackinaw, 
Like eagle on the wing. 
To pass the lake, now full in view, 
He soon constructs a bark canoe; 
He steals along the rugged coast, 
Like jeebi, or the flitting ghost. 
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He turns the point of Thunder Bay, 
With ever watchful care; 
He distant sees, upon their way, 
The weary trio there. 
He crouches in a friendly shade, 
To see what may impend ; 
He silent les in ambuscade, 
To strike, or aid a friend. 


Xen 
The Mohawk, with a fevered brain, 
Suspicious, darted gleaming eye 
To every nook on either hand, 
And startled at each rustling sound ; 
Nor could his stoic calm maintain, 
As conscious of a foeman nigh, 
Or prowling, skulking warrior band, 
From rampire thicket soon to bound. 
He feels, nor savage can disdain, 
The gnawing worm of guilty Cain; 
Nor can his fierce, unbounded hate, 
The terrors of the hour abate. 
No smiling Manitou is seen, 
The traitor’s damning guilt to screen; 
Nor yet his murd’rous arm uphold: 
The rest we have already told. 


XL. 


Though all unknown the stranger guest, 
His presence and his mien attest, 
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That for the French there grew apace, 
The friendship of Algonquin race. 
Nor shall the growing, bitter hate 
Of conquering Iroquois abate, 
As whispering birds the news convey, 
Of murdered chief at Thunder Bay. 
Nor fine distinction will they draw, 
Between the French and Ottawa; 
For both, as swells their fiercest rage, 
Shall feel their wrath in future age. 


DUAR 


Kind salutations quickly said; 
Of what should a repast be spread ? 
The Ottawa had brought his bow; 
And baited hook could quickly throw 
Into the calm —inviting Bay, 
And darting pike or trout essay. 
A. pouch of corn he also bore, 
And scraps of meat in scanty store — 
A diet that might well content, 
Ascetic days of rigid Lent. 
The skipping fly shall quickly tell — 
Ah, flounders up the pickerel ! 
And now it writhes upon the fire, 
While quivering life is there; 
The odors from the flames aspire, 
A. perfume on the air. 
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“Come,” said Le Vareau, “share the dainty dish, 
That well might grace a royal tent ; 

Come, let us dine upon the noble fish, 

By Providence so kindly sent.” 
“ Not I,” Wa-bas-so quick replied; “I make 
My supper of a well selected steak, 
Yet fresh and bleeding, palpitating, rare, 
From hated Mohawk chief that welters there.” 
Le Vareau, Duroc, raise their eyes on high, 
To throne of Virgin Mother in the sky: 
Yet prayer nor calm entreaty aught avails; 
The gleaming knife the fallen foe assails. 
The fierce Wa-bas-so sates his appetite ; 
The others sicken at the horrid sight. 
The mangled corse is cast upon the shore, 
In sorry plight to what it was before ; 
When, ere its fall, the battle plain it strode, 
Majestic in its form ; ; 
In spirit, air and strength a demi-god, 
Relentless as the storm. 


Exe niVers 


Le Vareau graved upon a pine, 

The fleur de lis and cross divine ; 
A sign to wanderer there by chance, 
Of Papal Rome and Royal France. 
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Xie 


The burning heat of summer sun, 
Another daily course has run. 
The forest shades of parting day, 
Are cast upon the smiling Bay. 
Upon the shore in open air, 
For rest the trio now prepare. 
Beside the fragrant sylvan shade, 
Of leaves the scanty bed is made. 
But rising clouds obscure the sky ; 
A storm the ruffled waves descry. 
The gleams of distant lightning play; 
Roll, threatening echoes, far away. 


XaVeLs 
Says Duroc: “O-ni-ag-raah’s Manitou — 

That terror-hurling deity, 

May come to take the fiery vengeance due, 

For murder of his votary.” 

Le Vareau says: “'The God that reigns on high, 

His righteous law can here maintain ; 

His thunderbolts may any instant fly, 

In vengeance on this second Cain.” 
Wa-bas-so stood, as lightning round him played, 
And crashing bolt —an awful cannonade, 
And while each dreadful peal might be his last 
As if his frame were solid iron cast. 

No sign of fear appeared upon his face, 
And one, e’en there, a playful smile might trace. 


? 


F 


a 


THUNDER BAY. 209 


“Nor Manitou of distant plunging flood,” 

He cries, “ Nor anger of Le Vareau’s God, 

This scene magnificent ;— this blazing sky :” 
Then raising to the clouds his gleaming eye: 
“See! See! Upon the lofty mountain’s crest, 
Above the storm, imperial kenew’s nest ! 

See! Robbers now! his nestlings there disturb ! 
Ah, naught on earth his furious rage can curb! 
His lightnings flash athwart the firmament ! 
His foes, in fragments, on the gale are sent!” 
Redoubled, now, awakes the storm again; 
Pours down, in sluicy floods, the drenching rain. 
Fierce from on high the fiery bolts are hurled, 
And rolling thunder shakes the solid world. 


OG AYE AW be 


The storm abated, quiet calm 
Is like the genial, healing balm 
To rankling wound, or troubled breast ; 
Or frighted dreamer sunk to rest. 
And welcome now the shades of night, 
For weary toils to rest invite. 
The air is sweet and all is still, 
Save whistle of the whippoorwill. 
‘The waters ripple notes of love ; 
The sky flings out its gems above. 
Around the leafy —dewy bed, 
The evening orisons are said. 
But thoughts are wandering far away, 
To Equabaw — the fatal Bay ; 
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And farther still, beyond the main, 
The mem’ry lingers on the Seine. 
Ah, ere his wakeful eyes would close, 
Brave Duroc’s voice impromptu rose ; 
And sweetly sung the verses o’er, 
In silv’ry strain on desert shore. 


as 
“You lean upon a broken reed ; 
The warning take, the danger flee; 
The coming of the vulture heed ; 
Beware the storm and treachery.” 
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“The redbreast and the whippoorwill 
May chant their sweetest roundelay ; 
But we will sing yet sweeter still, 
Our carols of the closing day.” 


TEUCHSA GRONDIE. 


CANTO WX. 


THE GREAT TURTLE. 


A) De) VOLT. 


PREFATORY NOTE. It is well known that, at a little distance, the 
Island of Mackinaw has the appearance of a great turtle; and, as its 
name signifies, it was so called by the Indians. Tei-o-dan-do-ra-gie, 
was also one of its ancient Indian names. The great Manitou of the 
Lakes was supposed to have his home there; and the Island was also 
supposed to be infested with jeebis, spirits, okies, demons and hobgob- 
lins, that often made night hideous with their revels, dances and com- 
bats. A cave, which had served as a deposit for human bones, but of 
which tradition could give no account, was discovered on the Island at 
an early day. The clear and brilliant setting suns of the northern lakes 
are familiar to the tourist of that part of the continent. 
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HEN fierce beset with dire alarms, 
And terror bravest hearts disarms ; 
If stranger spring upon the sight, 
It fills us with renewed affright. 
And yet, by some mysterious law, 
The friend will recognition draw ; 
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In every look, in air and mien, 
The friend or foe is quickly seen. 
And when true friendship thus appears, 
Sincere and in its purity, 
We quickly banish groundless fears, 
And feel a firm security. 


Tele 
Wa-bas-so and the Frenchmen slept, 
Without a thought of danger near ; 
Nor was the weary vigil kept; 
Till rose the morning sun to cheer ;— 
Effulgent from the watery field, 
In grand diurnal march again; 
Like glories of Achilles’ shield, 
Effulgent on the Trojan plain. 
The morning beams above the Bay 
Have chased the floating mists away ; 
And yet upon the forest green 
The sparkling gems of dew are seen. 
In silver veil the whole appears — 
A. simile we borrow, 
Like maiden smiling in her tears, 
With mingled joy and sorrow. 


bids 

The baited hook brings up the pike; 

A fire the flint and tinder strike; 
The scalping knife dissects the fish ; 
The coals must serve for cooking dish. 
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For table and the ready plate, 
Fresh strips of bark are adequate; 
And soon, with neither salt or bread, 
The grateful lenten meal is spread. 
If gnawing hunger fierce intrude, 
The rudest means are amplitude; 
And, once the urgent call is met, 
The inconvenience we forget. 


TD Vis 


The bark and fibre lend their aid; 
With nautie skill a boat is made: 

It dances on the darksome wave, 

Like buoyant hope above the grave. 
The paddle bends. They shoot away, 
Around the point of Thunder Bay. 

A desert waste before them lies; 

The distant waters touch the skies. 
In shade of fir, and birch, and sycamore, 
They pass along the steep, uneven shore. 
The mossy rocks their firm foundations keep, 
And brave the bluster of the angry deep. 
Behold the hawk, the crow and stately crane ; 
The gull and duck disporting in the main: 
Among the trees behind the bushy screen, 
The strutting turkey and the deer are seen. 
The owl at night will raise the hooting note ; 

The cuckoo make the forest ring ; 
The howl of wolves upon the air will float, 

And wa-won-ais-sa gaily sing. 
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And now the skiff may speed with lifted sail, 
Now cut the tide with plying oar; 

And yet beware the frequent rising gale, 
The waves that lash resounding shore. 


iVice 


Above the distant forest screen, 
A graceful curling smoke was seen: 
It mingled with the azure sky ; 
It spoke the hut of stranger nigh. 
And practiced eye might clearly see, 
Like skulking cat from tree to tree, 
In plume and paint —a full display, 
The ever warlike Chippeway. 
His home was in the dreary north; 
From whence he oft would sally forth, 
And range the milder southern plain, 
The chase or war-path to maintain. 
With piercing eye he quickly saw, 
Displayed by friendly Ottawa, 
The token red men ne’er deny — 
The peaceful calumet on high. 
“Pass on, in peace,” he calmly said ; 
“No danger now for brave and bold; 
Pass on, the Mohawk chief is dead; 
Loquacious birds the whole have told: 
The deeply hated Iroquois, 
That ventures to this western world, 
On errand, or of peace or war, 
To certain doom shall quick be hurled. 
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I hate him for my kindred slain, 
I hate him for Algonquin race, 

I hate him for his vaunted power; 

I hate him for his wide domain, 
I hate him in his every place, 

I hate him now and evermore.” 
With that a bleeding fawn he threw 
Into the trembling bark canoe, 

A feast, for hunger, to provide; 

Le Vareau waved the thankful hand, 
Then pushed the shallop from the strand, 
Upon the sparkling, crystal tide. 

Wa-bas-so, with a deafening yell, 

Then swung his trophy scalp on high; 
The Chippeway sent back the swell; 

The forest echoed to the sky. 


Vi. 
They quiet cut the glassy plain, 
Amid the bracing northern air, 
Unvexed by wave or gusty flaw; 
They soon a distant view attain, 
Of Tei-o-dan-do-ra-gie fair — 
The far-famed Isle of Mackinaw. 
Upon the Lake it seems to float, 
A Turtle of enormous weight ; 
It stands a strong — eternal moat, 
To guard the passes of the strait. 
Its rugged cliffs are lifted high; 
Tts tree tops mingle with the sky: 
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We fresh inhale upon its coast, 
The purest air the world can boast. 
The gleaming pebbles, on the strand, 
Seem emeralds of fairy land. 
The waters that its base invade, 
Have many wizard grottoes made. 
Those waters, in the solar beam, 
The clearest, purest crystal seem ; 
And ’neath the tide we clearly see 
The trout preside in majesty. 


Vitus 
The skiff is on the islet strand ; 
Its prow is buried in the sand. 
The baited hook for eager trout 


Is thrown; the captive flounders out. 


Secure the boat and scanty freight, 
With guarded step and air sedate, 
To cliff the trio make their way: 
They there behold the setting day. 
The sky is clear, the air serene ; 
No clouds obscure or intervene. 
From glances of the setting rays, 
The mighty West is all ablaze. 
The sun, a central ball of light, 
_Is sinking to the shades of night ; 
But as he sinks he upward flings, 
The flashes of a thousand wings. 
The pensive drake, to islet bay, 
His little navy leads away. 
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The muskelonge leaps up on high, 
To see these glories of the sky. 
The nighthawk and the gull aspire, 
And seem, to natural sight, 
To circle through the liquid fire, 
As if in pure délight. 
The central ball below has fled, 
And yet a sky of gorgeous red, 
Is looming from the watery plain, 
Like burning Moscow seen again. 


BVee labels 


And now the flint is struck, the fire is made; 
The trout and tender fawn, with ready blade, 
Are quickly dressed; the joints and slices fry 
Upon the burning coals; a rich supply. 
A day of hardy life will early bring 
The gnawing appetite; and rudely fling 
To pampered city life, affected choice, 
That rings thro’ dining hall stentorian voice. 
The evening grace, with sign of cross, is said ; 
And then the meal, with neither salt or bread, 
Is shared among the three; delicious meat ! 
That peers and kings without a blush might eat. 
The feast is ample, full enough and more, 
And yet Wa-bas-so from his private store, 
For rich dessert, in calmness can essay, 
A slice from fallen chief at Thunder Bay. 

15 
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Ix. 


The night was coming on apace, 
And where should be the resting place? 

Upon the strand in open skiff, 

Or ‘neath the oak upon the cliff? 
Perhaps a shelter might be found 
Beneath a rock, or under ground. 

Perhaps a manitou or bear, 

A friendly cave or den might share. 
A hasty search at once they ply, 

And in the twilight shade espy 

A darksome figure, grim and spare, 

That seems a demon moving there. 
The form is bent like aged friar ; 

The eyes are piercing balls of fire. 

The floating hair is thin and gray; 

The wrinkled skin bespeaks decay. 
Her only dress—a tattered rag ; 

A staff sustains the withered hag. 

Her voice is like the hollow wail, 

When ghosts the frighted night assail. 
To arching cave, for nightly rest, 

She beckons now the stranger guest ; 

Nor Jonger there prolongs her stay, 

But like a shadow glides away. 


xX. 


The lonely vault, in deepest gloom, 
Suggests the pit of final doom, 
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The air is heavy, close and dread, 
As in the chambers of the dead; 

Or like the dismal catacomb, 

Along the ways of ancient Rome. 

And yet the three, with troubled breast, 
At once compose themselves to rest. 

The bed is hard and rough indeed ; 

And yet in times of pressing need, 

Kind sleep will close the wakeful eye, 

And consciousness will quickly fly. 
The surfeit of the evening meal, 

A. fevered indigestion bred ; 

And troubled slumbers quick reveal 
A. goblin host around the head. 

The demons of the nether world, 

With shady banners high unfurled, 
Arose ‘to war, in hideous night, 
With spirits of the upper light. 

The two in mystic ranks arrayed, 

Their helms and shining arms displayed ; 
And fierce the airy battle rose, 

Of manitous with demon foes. 

Opposing shields are in the sky; 

Arms flash in horrid circles high. 

The lance a thunderbolt is sped, 
To call the living to the dead. 

And ghastly wounds are gaping wide; 

And blood, an overwhelming tide, 

In torrents flows; and heavy moan 


Is mingled with the dying groan ; 
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While all around, the heaps of slain 
Obscure the wide extended plain. 
At length the blows and struggle cease ; 
The scene proclaims returning peace: 
The warrior phantoms melt away, 
Nor leave a sign of battle fray. 


2S Ihe 


The restless trio, in their sleep, 
A constant, painful vigil keep, 
In terror and in dread; 
They draw a heavy, stifled breath, 
As in the grim embrace of death, 
In mansions of the dead. 
And‘now appears a fairy scene, 
Upon a lawn of brightest green, 
Beneath a charming grove; 
The trees —a varied colonade, 
With mingled hues of light and shade-— 
Sweet bowers for gentle love. 
And music steals upon the ear, 
As from the distant waters clear, 
A. soft — enchanting sound ; 
' And breezes on the senses tell, 
With Araba’s delightful smell, 
Where sweetest flowers abound. 
And now the graceful fairy train 
Comes pouring on the shadowy plain, 
In dazzling bright array ; 
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Their fleecy robes are airy light, 
Begemed with stars of autumn night, 
Like robes of milky-way. 
They dance among the smiling trees, 
They gently stir the evening breeze, 
They quaff a pure delight; 
With every grace beyond compare, 
They seem to float upon the air, 
As if in mystic rite. 
And now, a rapid movement lent, 
The forest mingles by consent ; 
The stars the call obey; 
The sleepers draw a heavy sigh, 
At once their pleasant visions fly; 
The fairies hie away. 


XII. 


Nor yet the dreamy night is o’er; 

Another scene is yet in store ; 

The monarch of this haunted shore, 
Will now his right reclaim: 

His birth was in this cabin shade; 


The northern lakes by him were made; 


No mortal can his might evade; 
Great Turtle is his name. 
He rises slowly to the view — 
The dread —the mighty Michabou — 
Of watery realm the Manitou, 
In this his ancient cave: 
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Beneath his eye and frowning face, 
Intrusive stranger, in his place, 
May well despair of saving grace, 
If coward or if brave. 
A grinning skeleton his guise; 
Deep sunken are his glassy eyes; 
He gloats in human sacrifice, 
In fiery furnace cast: 
Gigantic is his horrid form ; 
Around him sprite and jeebi swarm ; 
His anger is the raging storm; 
His voice the howling blast. 
His bolt can rive the knotty oak, 
And split the hoary headed rock; 
The islands feel his thunder shock — 
The terrors of his hate: 
He strides around the darksome den; 
His rattling joints resound agen ; 
He seems to tread on living men, 
With crushing, deadly weight. 
And now the native form is seen: 
The Manitou, in Turtle screen, 
Now hides himself. The ocean green, 
Is now his robe of state: 
Upon the rocky bed he glides; 
Upon extended claws he rides; 
Stern, fixed decree his will abides, 
And dark, impending fate. 
He stands erect upon the end; 
His heavy limbs elastic bend ; 
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To monster size his parts distend ; 
His armor and his head impend ; 
He meditates his fall: 
_ The sleeping trio pant in vain; 
In vain they sweat in drops of rain, 
Or gasp a stifled groan of pain; 
Fate holds as by eternal chain: 
An instant crushes all. 
Like judgment from an angry sky, 
Impending death is poising high; 
Nor can the tortured victims fly, 
Nor utter an imploring cry, 
Nor horrid bed forsake: 
Down; down he comes! with rushing sound, 
To grind the trio in the ground; 
They start and spring with lofty bound; 
Their loosened voices wild resound ; 
And quickly all awake. 


2G NEAL 


The morning sun is rising on the wave ; 
The twilight dim reveals the gloomy cave, 

With damp, and chill, and heavy air; 
Of rough and pointed stones, the sides and bed; 
One vast projecting rock is over-head ; 

A score of men might harbor there. 
The feast — the surfeit of the night before, 
Of trout and fawn and ready private store, 
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Might bring the night-mare to this desert shore, — 
With demon sprite and horrid groans; 

_ Yet clearer light at once displays to view, 

On every hand, a grinning, ghostly crew, 

That all the terrors of the night renew — 
A CHARNEL HOUSE OF HUMAN BONES. 


ree | -—” | we 


ee eal 
oa 


TEUCHSA GRONDIE. 


CANE aX 


THE HURON MISSION. 


A. D. 1626. 


PREFATORY Note. Jean Brébeuf, Isaac Jogue, Antoine Daniel 
and Gabriel Lallemand are historical characters, who came to this 
country as Jesuit missionaries in the forepart of the seventeenth cen- 
tury, and all of whom perished as martyrs among the Indians. There 
are between thirty and forty rapids in the Ottawa river. ‘The Manitou- 
lin is a large island in Lake Huron. The Matchedash river was the 
same as the present river Severn, the outlet of Lake Simcoe; and the 
Matchedash Bay, which now bears the same name, was an arm of 
the present Georgian Bay in Upper Canada. In 1626 the Huron Mis- 
sion on the Matchedash was a central point of French missionary effort 
in this country. In reference to the last line of this Canto, see the last 
line of the Iliad. 


13 
N equal balance is the end, 
To which the laws of nature tend. 
A flood in one direction set, 
Will soon a counter-flood beget. 
The torrent from the mountain high, 
Returns in vapor through the sky. 
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The rushing wind across the plain, 
Is soon replaced by wind again. 
Disturbing forces may assail, 
With unrelenting hate; 
But order will at last prevail, 
The raging storm abate. 
In human nature, here below, 
The law will hold the same; 
A thousand hostile currents flow, 
And ebb to whence they came. 
The social and religious states, 
A kindred story tell; 
The fierce excitement soon abates, 
The calm succeeds the swell. 


IyLs 
A thousand years of one consent, 
In gothic age, their sanction lent, 
To mold the Christian faith in one, 
From rising to the setting sun. 
And yet nor time nor creed can bind, 
The active, free, immortal mind. 
From lofty hierarchic sway, 
Masses by millions break away: 
But, as the flood is rushing by, 
A counter current we espy. 
The order of the jesuit, 
In rigid compact, firmly knit; 
Implicit in the one belief; 
Obedient to the ruler chief; — 
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Springs up to meet, to bold withstand, 
The mighty shock in every land. 


ee 

A school of strictest self-denial ; 

Obedient unto every trial; 
Invincible and calmly bold, 
A. social problem to unfold: 

In vigils long; in rigid fast ; 

Beneath the scourge in penance cast: 
With constant, never failing zeal, 
That all the woes of man can feel: 

With self-sustaining fervor blest, 

That long devotions well attest; 
With deep, enthusiastic glow, 
That blazes in the polar snow: 

With master policy refined, 

To rule the world of human kind ; 

In closest league with royal state, 
Wide conquests to accelerate : 

With grasp of universal plan, 

Embracing every race of man;— 
Such was the order shrewdly sent, 
To seize the western continent. 


Le 
The meek Franciscan pioneer, 

Who first the work begun, 
Must from the labor disappear ; 

His haughty rival shun. 
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The Jesuit obeys the call; 

High duties on him press; 
He lands in lovely Montreal, 

To brave the wilderness. 
Jean Brébeuf, to heathen land, 
Was leader of a worthy band: 

His solid virtues calmly shone, 

Or when in public or alone. 
His robe —a heavy, bristling sack; 
The lash, applied to naked back, 

His penance told. While others slept, 

His vigils long he nightly kept. 
Ecstatic visions blest his eyes; 

Yet foulest fiends would oft arise, 

To terrify the sleepless hour, 

With ever dread, infernal power. 
Unclouded peace was in his soul, 
Which, like the needle to the pole, 

In darkest day of earthly race, 

Would vibrate to the throne of grace ;— 
And if or weal or woe might come, 

He sought the crown of Hicvenatslaite 
A Oy trio round him stand — 
Pére Daniel, Jogue and Lallemand. 


v. 

Amid adieus and parting tears, 

And hopes with mingled doubts and fears; 
Amid the sound of Te Deum, 
And prayers of fervent Christendom ; 
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With Huron escort for a guide, 
They launch upon the broken tide 
Of rushing, tumbling Ottawa, 
And from a gazing world withdraw. 


Vi. 


The forest gathers o’er the way, 

In rich, luxuriant bloom; 
And oft obscures the blaze of day, 

In sylvan twilight gloom. 
The shaded waters darkly flow, 

In eddying circles boil; 
And every noxious taint they owe, 

To sun-forsaken soil. 
Around the numerous waterfalls, 

Canoes and packs are borne; 
At night a dismal shade appalls, 

The couch is cold, forlorn. 


Three hundred leagues the way is rough ; 


The food is poor and scant ; 
The escort, too, are sour and gruff, 

With hearts of adamant. 
And yet the earnest jesuit, 

No suffering can depress ; 
Their every vow they calm acquit, 

| In frightful wilderness. 

The vespers and the solemn mass 

Are daily sung or said; 
As if they all might quickly pass 

From living to the dead. 
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Vakitis 
Arrived upon the Nipissing, 
On high a song of praise they fling. 

Arrived upon the Matchedash, 

They chant beneath the oak and ash. 
And while they note the Indian village, 
And, round about, the Indian tillage ; 

Surprised they note, on bark and moss, 

The flewr de lis and holy cross. 

“ Ah, who the messenger of grace, 
Has seen this wild and desert place ; 

And here engraved, with pious hand, 

These emblems of our native land! 
Has mother Church a mission sent, 

Some other fearful way? 
Has France her royal banner lent, 
A. conquest to essay?” 


viet, 
While thus Brébeuf, in anxious frame, 
Inquires, in doubt, from whence they came; 
And none can answer; none can tell, 
The source of traces known so well; 
Deep from the sylvan, twilight shades, 
A tuneful voice the ears invades. 
The soft vibration calmly tells, 
Like tones of distant evening bells: 
The vocal forest joins the strain, 
And sends its echoes back again. 
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The song, the tune, familiar seem, 

Like serenade in pleasant dream. 
They hear the lovely “Evening Call” — 

That memry cherished, sweet refrain, 
So often heard by one and all, 

In dear Normandie on the Seine. 
“The redbreast and the whippoorwill, 

May chant their sweetest roundelay; 
But we will sing yet sweeter still, 

Our carols of the closing day.” 
As die the sounds upon the ear, 
Behold a stranger drawing near! 

And tho’ his mien and savage dress, 

Denote his home the wilderness ; 
His form, his color and his face, 
Proclaim the proud Caucasian race. 

The mystery is quickly told, 

By worthy stranger, brave and bold. 


Ixy 

Escaping from the Turtle’s paw, 

In charnel house at Mackinaw; 
Emerging from the dreadful cave, 
Like mortals rising from the grave; 

Le Vareau, on a lofty rock — 

Beneath the hanging moss — 

That feels the waves’ eternal shock, 

Engraved the holy cross. 

And by its side, its constant aid, 

The gallic banner flamed ; -— 
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The tokens of a conquest made, 
And heathen world reclaimed. 
As morning sun displays his beams, 
“ Away,” the trio said; 
“From demon haunts and goblin dreams, 
And mansions of the dead.” 


ne, 

With brave Wa-bas-so for a guide, 

They shot across the Huron tide. 

Gay songs the heavy hours beguile: 
They reach the Manitoulin Isle ; — 

Another haunt of demon ghosts, 

That swarm upon the northern coasts : — 
A place to shun, with rapid flight, 
Before approach the shades of night. 

Wa-bas-so sees with clearest vision, 

The spectres in the forest shade — 
The jeebi train. “Fly, fly!” he cries,’ 
“This dread abode— this goblin den:” 
Le Vareau holds him in derision, 
With all his ghostly masquerade ; 
And calm his crucifix applies: 
Then swiftly darts the skiff agen. 

With weary limb, but thankful joy, 

They pass the Bay of Iroquois — 

Of later times the Georgian Bay, 

Where summers fly in haste away. 
They land beside the Matchedash, 
Beneath the shade of birch and ash. 


THE HURON MISSION. 233. 


The evening meal is quickly spread 

And soon prepared the scanty bed. 
In heavy sleep the Frenchman lies; 

The breezes sigh along the shore; 
Wa-bas-so steals away and flies; 

Le Vareau never sees him more. 


) 


DEI E 


Since then the rolling years had flown ; 
The stranger old and gray had grown: 
And yet his features, voice and frame, 
Tho’ changed, bespoke him still the same. 
And while his tale he calmly told, 
A stalworth chieftian, brave and bold, 
But grim and taciturn and gruff, 
Among the party of Brébeuf; 
Recalling, from his early day, 
A. stirring scene at Thunder Bay ; 
And goblin sprites of horrid dream, 
That still wpon his mem’ry gleam ; 
Which he and others, frighted, saw, 
In dismal cave at Mackinaw ; — 
This chieftain — brave Wa-bas-so— springs 
As if amid alarms; 
In shout the name of Duroc rings; 
He clasps him to his arms. 


Ex inilwe 


And Duroc yet pursues the story — 


A tale of missionary glory: 
16 
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For many long and weary years, 
In toil and sorrow, hopes and fears ; 
The meek Le Vareau calmly stood, 
A messenger of grace, 
In social bands of brotherhood 
Among the Huron race. 
In diet, habit, smoky den, 
He played the Indian role, 
To change the faith of heathen men, 
And save the human soul. 
It was a living martyrdom, 
Well worth a happy life to come— 
Well worth a paradise ; 
To live in filth, and eat it too, 
In rags, among a brutal crew, 
And curs and fleas and lice. 
With here and there a noble trait, 
The Huron was a reprobate, 
With instincts vile and low; 
Nor sense of shame he ever knew; 
We “give the devil all his due,” 
Nor calumny bestow. 
Suspicion, too, in fiercest blast, 
Le Vareau’s life had often cast, 
Upon the fearful brink 
Of fiery torture. Yet he stood, 
Undaunted, in sublimest mood, 
The bitter cup to drink. 
“ And I,” says Duroc, “ often read 
The growling storm above my head ; 
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But I, in song —in roundelay, 
Could charm the evil hour away.” 


Ti Wie 
Like sturdy ship that waves assail, 
Whose energies ere long must fail; 
The human frame will yield at last, 
Beneath the burden on it cast. 
The hardships of the wilderness 
Have brought disease and deep distress, 
And yet Le Vareau, calm and clear, 
Encounters death devoid of fear. 
The neophytes around him wait, 
And every want anticipate. 
He peaceful dies; as die the just; 
His dust returns to kindred dust: 
His spirit mounts on angels’ wings, 
To meet, on high, the King of kings. 
In tears brave Duroc tunes the lyre, 
To chant the praise of worthy sire. 
A cross is set in forest shade, 
With pious care, to sanctify, 
And mark the spot the monk is laid, 
In future age, to passer by. 


SINE 
The solemn story told; the monk — Brébeuf — 
In pensive mood exclaims, “Enough, enough ! 
The pioneer — the lost, whose name has rung 
So long, is dead: His requiem now be sung.” 
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And soon a graceful arch of evergreen, 
Above the grave, adorns the sylvan scene. 
The altar, soon, with crucifix, is there: 
Majestic is the mass in open air! 

The massive trunks of trees, in order nigh, 
Are proud cathedral columns lifted high. 
Inlaced above, the boldly branching arm — 
Cathedral arches that beholders charm. 

The blooming foliage of the forest dome— 
The gorgeous vault of Lateran at Rome. 
On high, ethereal frame — sublime effect ! — 
No art can rival, and no architect. 


The swelling chantsthro’ hollow shades resound, 


And men devout, and angels, list around. 
The neophytes bewail with sobbing groan ; 


The French lament with heavy, tearful moan. 
The requiem for the dead the priests rehearse, 


And fame is echoed thro’ the universe. 


Such were the solemn rites the throng display’d ; 


And peaceful slept the pious Vareau’s shade. 
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To tHe Memory oF 
MY FATHER AND MOTHER; 
Wuo Livep Respecrep, 


Awp Diep LAMENTED: 


In a sequestered, rural home, which was also 
the home of my childhood and youth, among 
the wild, mountain scenery of the west of New 
England ; upon the frequent and pleasant visits 
to which, in later years, where rapid changes, 
and some of a melancholy character, were visi- 
ble on every hand, many of the following lines 
and descriptions were suggested, this Eleventh 
Canto is reverently inscribed by 


THE AUTHOR. 


EH U.CES2., Gai Qin Ode: 


CAN TO ex: 


THE RETURN. 


AAD: 1639. 


PREFATORY Note. Nah-ma Se-pee, Sturgeon River, the Thames, 
The dream of Tai-go-ne-ga is supposed to have taken place on the spot 
where the celebrated chief Tecumseh was slain. In reading this part 
of the Canto, the following dates and events should be remembered: 
In 1649 the Huron nation on the Matchedash was destroyed by the Iro- 
quois, as related in the twenty-third Canto. In 1755 General Braddock 
was defeated and slain by the French and Indians near Fort Du Quesne. 
In 1759 the French and Indians were defeated by General Wolfe on 
the plains of Abraham. In 1763 the Pontiac war took place, in which 
Detroit, though assailed by all the power of the foe, was one of the few 
exposed places that escaped destruction. In 1790 General Harmer 
was defeated by the Indians near Fort Wayne; as was General St. 
Clair, on the Wabash, in 1791. In 1794 General Wayne defeated the 
Indians near Maumee Rapids; and General Harrison defeated them 
in 1811, at Tippecanoe. In 1813 Tecumseh was killed in the battle of 
the Thames, fought by General Harrison and General Proctor, 


te 
HEN early youth has passed away, 


And from parental roof we stray ; 
And intervening years are cast 
Into the swift receding past ; 
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And days of sweet felicity 
Are fading from the memory; 
And stormy life’s tempestuous wave 
Is wafting onward to the grave ;— 
How pleasant, wheresoe’er we roam, 
To see again our early home. 
The blooming vale, the brook, the hill, 
The forest — all are lovely still. 
And yet, alas! however fair, 
A. melancholy lingers there; 
For change is written on the page 
Of every living — flying age. 
The younger trees are larger grown; 
The aged trunks are overthrown ; 
The mansion house of former day 
Has felt the hand of swift decay ; 
Perhaps the spot we now recall, 
By ancient well or cellar wall. 
Our little playmates, cherished then, 
Are grown beyond the shrewdest ken. 
The youth to distant parts are fled ; 
The aged and infirm are dead ; 
And in their place and proper station, 
A new — an unknown generation. 
Strange faces meet us everywhere ; 
We scarcely feel our home was there. 


ii 


For years Le Vareau faithful toiled ; 
And Duroe, too, his service lent; 
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Till every garment was despoiled, 
Save what the chase in mercy sent. 
The masses told the morning hour; 


Religious teachings were bestowed ; 


The chants rung out in rustic bower ; 
Intense religious fervor glowed. 

And thus were spent the weary years, 
In toil, privation and distress. 

With fondest hopes and darkest fears, 


Amid a howling wilderness. 
Yet all in vain: The news of grace, 
The faithful pioneer had sown, 
Upon the rigid, savage mind ; 
Was like the seed in stony place, 


Which to a sickly plant had grown — 


The sport of every flitting wind: 
Or like the seed upon the rock, 
In burning solar ray, 
To be devoured by hungry flock, 
Or quickly blown away. 


9 
From daily practice, weary, long, 
A rich—a priceless benefit — 
Brave Duroc spoke the Huron tongue, 
And could instruct the Jesuit. 
And he, loquacious, often told 
Of navigation long and bold; 
Of swift Niag’ra’s wild array ; 
Of brave La Coste the castaway ; 
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Of Teuchsa Grondie, Equabaw; 
Of Thunder Bay and Mackinaw; 
Of manitous and goblin ghosts, 
That swarm upon the northern coasts; 
Of Mohawk chief, and Jossakeed; 
Of Ottawa in time of need; 
Of hunger and the polar chill; 
Of Wa-won-ais-sa, Whippoorwill. 
These, with unnumbered incident, 
To winter eve attraction lent; 
Nor Oriental Thousand Nights, 
Could tell such wonders and aftrights. 


LaV 


But long had been the weary stay, 
Upon the rapid Matchedash: 
And active duty called away, 
To far explore, however rash. 
The village on that charming river, 
Of which loquacious Duroc told — 
Fair Teuchsa Grondie, fair forever, 
The missionary would behold. 
Four men the party should compose ; 
And first, among the rest arose, 
To worthy do and bravely dare, 
The pious, fearless Jenocaire:— 
A firm — devoted Jesuit, 
For any distant service fit; 
He burned, the living faith to spread, 
And raise to Christian life the dead. 
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The standard cross he now unfurled, 

For conquest of the heathen world. 
And Duroc next, with good intent, 
His service to the party lent: 

To see again that lovely strait, 

What man of taste could hesitate? 
With Duroc, too, there lingered still, 
Bright visions of the Whippoorwill. 

A third the proud Wa-bas-so makes: 

To guide, to guard he undertakes ; 
Nor perils of the battle fray, 

Or death or tortures will he heed, 
To see, before he pass away, 

The aged prophet Jossakeed. 
The fourth, a worthy Huron chief, 

Tai-go-ne-ga, the young and bold; 
With leaning to the new belief, 

Yet, doubtful, clinging to the old. 
And this the brave, devoted band, 
To deep explore a desert land; 

To trace a dangerous path afar, 

In wilds toward the evening star. 
The chapel rings with solemn rite, 

And heavy sigh and moan arise; 
The priest and monk and neophyte, 

Invoke the blessing of the skies. 


v. 
“ Away, away;” the Huron said; 
“ Away,” Wa-bas-so calm replied ; 
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The chieftains to the forest led, 

With form erect and lofty pride. 
Each one his scanty luggage bore— 

The scrap of meat, the pouch of corn 
The bow, the hook, the knife in store: 

The sash and plume the whole adorn. 
The friends in long procession wend, 

To border of the forest shade; 
On high a parting shout they send; 

And there the last adieus are paid. 


9 


Weake 


With calumet and cross on high, 
Defying foes that may be nigh, 
And every danger and distress, 
The party brave the wilderness. 
Like dreamy shadows of the night, 
The unknown way may well affright. 
Discouragements are often met; 
A thousand obstacles beset. 
A fallen tree will here intrude, 
And there a tangled vine exclude; 
Here boldly stands a frowning ledge, 
There brambles or a bristling hedge; 
A frightful swamp must here be passed, 
And there a mountain range is cast. 
A torrent here obstructs the way ; 
A windfall there will long delay. 
Here cheerful smiles the forest sheen ; 
There sombre frowns the evergreen. 
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Of heat, to-day, they loud complain ; 
To-morrow of the chilling rain. 
Their food is fish and forest game, 
Precarious the supply ; 
Their nightly rest is but the name, 
Beneath a frosty sky. 


Wid. 

They come upon the Qua-to-gie, — 

The queenly Ca-ni-a-ta-re. 
A storm is raging on the lake: 
Upon the beach in fury break 
The rushing waves. One constant roar 
Is heard along the rugged shore. 

The Huron chief, in distant view, 

Can see an angry manitou; 

But in the eye of Jenocaire, 

The elements are warring there; 
And on the waters, tossing high, 
He sees the sovereign Deity. 

The sweeping tempest to evade, 

They plunge into the forest shade ; 
Beneath the dripping, chilling rain, 

. Pursue their weary path again. 


Nid Uy 
In passing thro’ a narrow glade, 
Beside a grove of tamarack, 
That well might screen an ambuscade, 
Of foeman on the foeman’s track; 
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An arrow whistles from the leaves, 

The brave Wa-bas-so is its aim ; 
The Huron’s arm a scratch receives; 

Enough his vengeance to inflame. 
He sends the war-whoop to the skies, 

His tomahawk is in the air; 
Toward the skulking foe he flies; 

Swift retribution hovers there. 
Beneath his piercing, gleaming eye, 

A. Mohawk springs upon the view; 
Fiy, fly for life! your muscle try; 

No laggard foe will now pursue. 
The Mohawk flies like fleeing hind — 

Like mortal terror on the wing; 
The Huron darts as on the wind, 

Fierce vengeance nerving every spring. 
Nor one the safe retreat can make, 

* Although for very life the race; 

Nor can the other overtake, 

In this unrivaled, thrilling chase. 
Among the trees they stream along; 

Their yells re-echo far and wide ; 
They still the even race prolong ; 

What umpire shall the strife decide? 
The Mohawk stumbles, plunges low; 
Upon him springs his nimble foe. 

Their eyes are gleaming balls of fire ; 

And hate and vengeance well conspire. 
Like wildcats in the rocky glen, 

They grapple at each other’s throats ; 
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Their yells and screams resound agen, 
The din of battle wildly floats. 
His knife is in the Huron’s hand; 
It gleams on high lke wing-ed dart ; 
Nor Mohawk can its force withstand ; 
The Huron drives it to his heart. 
Young Ka-go-gee, the Mohawk, dies; 
The scalp is quickly torn away ; 
And back the victor rapid flies, 
His trophy proudly to display. 
Ah, fatal triumph! Vengeance dread, 
Ere long shall seek retaliation ; | 
The Iroquois, with crushing tread, 
Shall fall upon the Huron nation. 


pox. 


This lively scene was near the place, 
So fatal to Algonquin race 
In later age. A river there, 
That swells the tide of Lake St. Clair. 
Its name, among expressive names, 
With scarce a parallel — 
The Nah-ma Se-pee, River Thames, 
Where sturgeon love to dwell. 
As sinks the sun beneath the west, 
The party lay them down to rest, 
oa Beside that gentle river — 
That speaks a bright historic page, 
And carries on, from age to age, 
Tecumseh’s name forever. 
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Presentiment! Its hidden laws? 
Ah, what the silken cord that draws, 
To future, dire event? 
We often see, and feel, and know, 
What no one yet has seen below — 
Some great misfortune sent. 
Without a guard or vigil kept, 
The weary party soundly slept ; 
All but the Huron brave; 
From him, excitement of the day, 
Drove rest and quiet far away, 
And burning fever gave. 
His wakeful mind, in rapid pace, 
Ran o’er the fortunes of his race, 
Through many ages past; 
And future, too: His restless brain 
Would roll upon the battle plain, 
Till final die was cast. 


DREAM OF TAI-GO-NE-GA. 


it: 


At length the Huron fitful sleeps ; 
A dismal vision o’er him creeps ; 
Unconsciously he sighs and weeps, 
And breathes a stifled moan: 
The terror-dealing Iroquois, . 
Fierce wage exterminating war 
Upon his cabin home afar, 
Where helpless victims groan. 
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2. 
A smile lights up his troubled face, 
As Braddock falls in deep disgrace, 
And glory crowns Algonquin race, 
Before the fort Du Quesne: 
And then reverses darkly tell ; 
Before that lofty citadel, 
The hostile shouts of triumph swell, 
On Abrahamic plain. 


3. 

Again, in fiery, dismal track, 
Beneath the eye of Pontiac, 
There gleams a universal sack, 

Save Teuchsa Grondie fair : 
Light lingers yet. The forest braves, 
In war dance ’round their fathers’ graves, 
Hurl back detested name of slaves, 

To Harmer and St. Clair. 


4, 


The vision deepens— dark and dread ; 
Malignant stars are fiery red, 
As gallant men are bravely led 

By Harrison and Wayne: 
And yet the war-whoop’s thrilling blast, 
Re-echoes from the mighty past, 
And loud demands a final cast, 

Upon the western plain. 


5. 


A worthy chieftain now appears ; 

His brother — prophet, onward cheers ; 

Each clan the summons gladly hears; 

To right the wrongs of flying years, 
The western forest quakes: 
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“To arms!” the leader fiercely calls ; 
Loud ring the vaulted council halls; 
The war-whoop’s frightful din appalls; 
A yell, and brave Tecumseh falls: 
Tai-go-ne-ga awakes. 


axes 


“ Ah, is it thus! And must we perish?” 
He cries, with bitter sigh and moan, 

“From this dear land we fondly cherish?” 
The forest echoes back his groan. 


ore 

As morning springs upon the East, 
The party on a sturgeon feast ; 

And then with ever cheerful air, 

They skirt the placid Lake St. Clair. 
The breeze bestirs the grassy plain, 
Like graceful waves of ripened grain. 

The ripples lap the sandy shore, 

And soft prolong a gentle roar. 
The water fowl, with welcome cry, 
In circles cut the azure sky. 

The robin, on the blooming tree, 

Pours forth the richest melody. 
Their steps the four accelerate: 
They soon behold that lovely strait, 

Whose isles, and banks, and gentle flow, 


Will charm or if we come or go. 
17 
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Fair Mah-nah-be-zee, on the tide, 

Like floating swan, they stand beside. 
The overhanging forest green, 
Presents a charming river scene ; 

While sloping down the farther strand, 

Beneath the summer day, 

Is Teuchsa Grondie — fairy land, 

In smiling, bright array. 


EX@Tt Tes 


“Here rest we for the coming night,” 
Says pious Jenocaire — 
“Till peaceful token us invite, 
The village life to share: 
And here upon a thrifty beach, 
That all the world may see, 
I grave the cross, the faith to teach, 
Beside the fleur de lis.” 


ers, 
The sun is sweeping down the sky, 
His gorgeous robes behind him cast; 
Like memry, when the end is nigh, 
That lingers on the fading past. 
To view, the pipe of peace is thrown, 
As loudly sounds the rustic horn; 
To Jossakeed the sign is known; 
And one and all await the morn. 
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GAN -POIMmxIT. 


THE PESTILENCE. 


A. D. 1639. 


PREFATORY Note. Mus-ko-da-sa signified the grouse. The pesti- 
lence was not uncommon among the Indian settlements of America. 
It was the result, mainly, of irregular diet and habits, and of privation 
and suffering, and was sometimes very destructive. When the pesti- 
lence raged it filled the savage mind, naturally superstitious, with the 
deepest terrox and gloom. 


I. 


HE missionaries that were early sent, 

To deep explore the western continent — 
To place that boundless, rich inheritance 
A jewel in the diadem of France ; — 
To make it bloom, in every forest home, 
A prouder conquest to the faith of Rome ;— 
Were moulded men; well broken on the wheel 
Of sternest discipline ;— were hardened steel, 
That fire and hammer, and the chilling flood, 

In process long and all severe, 
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Had formed in one obedient brotherhood, 
The race of man to domineer. 

By other process, with results the same, 

The Indian race was one, in mental frame, 

And body too. One dark, mysterious shade 

Was ever set; nor variation made. 

In war, in peace, in all-exciting chase, 

Each one is found the type of all the race: 

And when we see the child or chief or queen, 

A lively portraiture of all is seen. 

Expect not, then, in this our legend song, 
Distinctive characters arrayed ; 

One homogeneous, one commingled throng, 
‘Will move in undistinguished shade. 


Us 

The rising morn is on the wing; 
The feathered tribe a welcome sing. 

The silver light of summer ray 

Is poured along the watery way; 
‘And on the crystal mirror lies 
The smiling azure of the skies. 

Nor stumbers Teuchsa Grondie fair ; 

The chiefs are up—ahbout the square: 
The hook is cast with wonted zeal, 
And flounders up the morning meal. 

The young and old are deep impressed 

To well receive the stranger guest. 
Two bark canoes are quickly man’d; 
They lightly dance upon the strand. 


? 
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The one proud Mus-ko-da-sa guides ; 
The other’s name oblivion hides. 
The bending oar the skiffs obey; 
They rapid cut the glassy way. 


sg al 


The stranger guests aboard the boats, 
Again the little navy floats. 
It trembles; but a steady sweep, 
Will bear it safely o’er the deep. 
The prows maintain an upward course, 
To meet the current’s downward force. 
The bubbles, like the gathered tear, 
A moment gleam, then disappear. 
‘The curling eddies quiet roll, 
Like perturbations of the soul: 
The ripples from the dashing oar, 
Are felt upon the distant shore. 
To Duroc brave the charming view, 
' That once again before him lies, © 
Recalls the fading past anew, 
And tears are trembling in his eyes. 
And forth at once in fervid strain, 


A song, impromptu, sweet he pours; 


The village hears his voice again, 


And glad respond the vocal shores. 
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SONG. 


a. 


We come not on the wild foray, 
Nor in the war-path roam ; 

We come as friends from far away, 
As to an ancient home. 


2. 


As these fair shores in glory shine, 
As constant flows this river ; 

So may our friendship n’er decline, 
So live and bloom forever. 


3. 


That lovely strand is drawing near, 
The village green we see ; 

And, standing yet, without compeer, 
That blooming maple tree. 
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And in the crowd, if well we heed, 
Upon the sloping hill, 

A form like aged Jossakeed, 
Beside the Whippoorwill. 


DV; 
The shallops touched the sandy shore; 
Unladen was the little store ; 
While chiefs were seen, and maidens fair, 
And urchins peeping on the square. 
A hearty welcome was prepared ; 
A hearty feast was quickly shared ; 


4 
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For when was Teuchsa Grondie slow 
To well receive a friend or foe ? 
"Twas eight and twenty flying years, 
Since Duroc bid adieu, with tears, 
And yet with swelling, parting lay, 
To this dear village by the way. 
Old Jossakeed was living still; 
And three by name of Whippoorwill, 
That still totemic line prolong, 
Of her that sung the cabin song. 
The fifth is in her maiden years: 
Her mother on the scene appears, 
With grandam that the warning threw 
To worthy Vareau and his crew ;— 
The same that rising storm foresaw, 
And sung beside the Equabaw. 
And Duroe’s voice she hears again; 
Her soul responds in kindred strain: 
And as they pass the maple tree, 
She points him to the broken ross; 
Where all as yet can plainly see 
Le Vareaw’s sign of holy cross. 


Vv 


Of all that fierce and bloody band, 
Who swift destruction darkly plan’d, 
Upon that dreadful night, 
But two remained to tell the deed; 
Two — Mus-ko-da-sa, Jossakeed, 
The ghost had put to flight. 
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That night of terror and distress, 
Had left its lasting — deep impress 
9 Upon the savage mind; | 
Though fading years might rapid fly, 
It lingered still —that gleaming eye, 
The sprite had left behind. 
And many yet remembered well 
Le Vareau’s cheerful morning bell, 
And chants in open air; 
But light impressions died away, 
Like distant notes of roundelay, 
And left no traces there. 
Upon the village, time had crept ; 
And many with their fathers slept, 
While others onward came; 
And yet, as in a general plan, 
The iron type of savage man 
Was ev’rywhere the same. 


Vel. 

While calmly, firmly, Jenocaire, 

His altar raised upon the square, 
The young were curious to behold 
His flaming cross of burnished gold. 

The mass, in solemn, lofty strain, 

And swelling chant, were heard again ; 
While round about, in open space, 
In wonder gazed the heathen race. 

The aged, who before had seen 

The like display upon the green, 
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In grim despair and smothered hate, 
Could see, in all, approaching fate. 
And yet the daily intercourse 
Was dignified, as if per force; 
And cautious, and respectful too, 


Like foes that friendship would renew. 


The mild, the prudent Jenocaire, 

Would sow the seeds of conquest there; -- 
‘Would plant, as by a firm decree, 
The sovereign cross and fleur de lis. 


Avie laics 


Familiar with the new belief, 
Wa-bas-so and the Huron chief, 
In careless mood, from day to day, 
The listless moments passed away. 
And yet their friendship to attest, 
As branches of a kindred nation, 
They met the sachems of the West 
In deep and secret consultation. 
“'The French are friends,” Wa-bas-so said ; 
“They come to help and not destroy ; 
United, naught on earth we dread, 
Not onsets of the Iroquois.” 
“T fear the worst,” says Jossakeed ; 
“When hated Iroquois shall fall, 
We, victors, then in turn shall bleed, 
And French dominion cover all.” 
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Ve List. 


And worthy Duroc mingles free 
Wher-e’er amusement lightly tends — 
What-e’er the place or circumstance, 
The same loquacious songster still; 
His heart is pure simplicity ; 
He always finds a host of friends; 
He often joins in rustic dance, 


And gaily flirts with Whippoorwill. 


TEXGs 


But what can nature’s charms bestow, 
With all her boundless wealth, 
If wanting choicest boon below — 
The boon of simple health ? 
And what is life, with all its train, 
If stung by secret, inward pain, 
That prudence must suppress? 
And what is all our earthly store, 
If still there rankles at the core 
A gnawing bitterness ? 
And what the empty pomp of pride, 
That would a social canker hide, 
With tinsel and with show ;— 
That shines and flaunts in borrowed plumes, 
And what it has not, well assumes ?— 
A state of slavish woe. 


THE PESTILENCE. 


bo 
OL 
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2a 

Dark signs are in the troubled firmament ; 
Portentous clouds bespeak a dire event. 
Instead of crystal dew, translucent rain, 
Upon the land and on the frighted main 

Big drops of blood are seen, of purple hue — 
Dread tokens from an angry Manitou. 
Without apparent cause, the forest game 

In languor walks, as if or sick or lame; 

And shuns the haunts, which often did invite, 
As loathing food, and even air and light. 

And sometimes, too, upon the hunters’ trails, 
The strength of buck and lusty bruin fails: 
And when the hunter, proud, his trophy wins, 
Offensive putrefaction quick begins. 

The rivers, too, and e’en the mighty lake, 

Of pestilential odors all partake. 

The fish in shoals, or dead or dying, float, 

As if by sweeping plague already smote, 

Nor food supply. And in the fields are seen, 
The sickly corn, the withered squash and bean. 
And meat, well dried and in the cabin hung, 
By worms beset, to dying dogs, is flung. 

No food, but roots and bark, for hungry man; 
And these have felt the universal ban. 

The air is drawn in heavy, stifled breath, 

As if impregnate with the seeds of death. 
The tainted breeze no cheerful odor brings, 
But wider still the poisoned vapor flings. 
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The lurid sun shoots forth a languid ray, 

Nor miasmatic fogs can draw away. 

The blinking stars emit a feeble light; 

The pallid moon affrights the shades of night. 
The evening sky displays a livid hue, 

To Land of Dreams a gloomy avenue. 

On every hand — around, above, below, 

All nature loud proclaims the coming woe. 


BG he 


At Teuchsa Grondie all is wild dismay ; 

The child, the youth, the old are swept away, 
The brave, the matron and the chief; 

The angry spirits roaming thro’ the sky, 

Unseen, the stoutest hearts can terrify, 
And fill a stricken land with grief. 

In every cabin home a fearful wail 

Is heard, and sigh and moan the ear assail ; 
And sorrow reigns and black despair; 

While calm, devoutly, in the trying hour, 

The Jesuit invokes the heavenly Power, 
Before the altar on the square. 

And Durog, too, and pious Jenocaire, 

Relieve the sick and every danger share, 
Devout, and bold in proper station ; 

And as the priest applies the cooling bowl, 

He wer forgets the safety of the soul; 
He whispers words of consolation. 
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The Huron, too, his service kindly lends; 
And care bestows, and vigils oft attends, 
. Inclining to the new belief; 
But stern Wa-bas-so holds the stoic creed ; 
And sterner yet, and grim is Jossakeed, 
Insensible to pain and grief. 
The artful sorcerers — the “ med’cine men,’ 
In league with goblin ghost, are busy then; 
With mystic air and high pretense ;— 
With song, aid beating drum, and hiss and yell, 
With dance, contortion, and with magic spell, 
To conjure down the pestilence. 
Around the sick, the dying, and the dead, 
A whirling, howling, shrieking train is led, 
In unique, pantomimic show ; 
And terrible the fierce, satanic grin, 
And stunning, too, the pandemonium din, 
Of “painted devils” from below. 


) 


EXarlip 


Nor this was all. To clearest reason blind, 
A cloudy terror seized the savage mind. 
Upon his present and his future doom, 
Black superstition cast a dreadful gloom. 
His fiery nature, on an impulse cast, 

Might any moment hurl a thunder blast ; 
And priest and altar, and the solemn rite, 
Might sink at once, detested, from his sight. 
Instead of unrelenting Manitou, 

In darkness clad, swift vengeance to pursue ; 
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And sweep a race, in one consuming hate, 

To land of shades or to a darker fate ; 

Was not the ever dreaded stranger guest, 

The moving cause of man-destroying pest ? 

Wa-bas-so grim, and sombre Jossakeed, 

Pervert his every look and word and deed. 

His cassock dark, a crafty imp conceals; 
His magic art, the evil sprite reveals. 

- Baptismal font, an equal terror lends; 

And burning taper, future woe portends. 

The genuflexions, signs upon the breast, 

Are incantations of the hated priest. 

In emblematic pictures, mystic charm ; 

In eucharistic host, a dread alarm. 

The flaming cross is but the flashing eye 

Of anery spirits roaming thro’ the sky. 

The solemn air of monk and neophyte, 

To swift destruction gloomily invite. 

The vesper chant, rings out a fearful doom ; 

The striking bell—a summons to the tomb. 

In short, the presence of the stranger there, 

Was rife with danger, terror and despair. 


3.5 Rah 

Deep was the plot and dread the dark design, 

That sprung, a gorgon, from a soul malign, 
And might angelic form invade ; 

The raging tempest of a troubled breast, 

Might fall like lightning on the mountain crest, 
Or crushing shot of cannonade. 
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In forest gloom, in midnight’s darkest hour, 
A council met—a terror-stricken power, 
As on the brink of dread unknown; 
And there, in circle on the humid ground, 
From man to man the whisper passed around, 
With tear and sigh and smothered moan. 
“Strike, boldly strike!” proud Mus-ko-da-sa said, 
“Let both the French benumb’rd with the dead, 
As mortal foes in deep disguise: ” 
“Strike!” said Wa-bas-so; “quickly let them 
bleed :” 
“ Strike, while we live and can!” said Jossakeéed, 
“To evil sprites a sacrifice.” 


xvi. 
And thus the days of sorrow wear away, 
In perils dark and dread, by night and day ; 
A fierce ungoverned race in wild dismay, 
And wing-ed death upon the air: 
On every hand is thickest, blackest gloom ; 
On every breeze is borne a coming doom, 
That terror spreads, as from the gaping tomb, 
To Duroc brave and Jenocaire. 


TEUCHSA GRONDIE. 


CO NL OPLTUL: 


THE LAND OF DREAMS. 


A. D. 1639. 


PREFATORY Nore. Pauguk signified a skeleton or a phantom 
of the imagination, called death; to see which indicated that death was 
near at hand. Po-ne-mah signified the future life or place of departed 
spirits in the distant Southwest. The Indians often declared to the 
missionaries that they wished to go, after death, to the place where their 
forefathers had gone, whether it were heaven, or hell, or po-ne-mah. 
The spirits of the departed were supposed to hover about the place 
where their bodies were buried till the great festival of the dead took 
place, as is described in the Fifteenth Canto. 


I. 


HE conscious —the undying soul, 
Looks out beyond the present goal. 
The lowest grade of human kind, 
However dull, or weak, or blind, 
Looks onward past the mortal hour; 
Looks upward to a higher power. 
The mortal, to immortal prone, 
In search of sovereign Deity, 
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Explores the mighty, dread unknown, 
And ranges through eternity. 
Nor is the search an idle round; 
Unnumbered deities confound ; 
From rudest pantheistic view, 
To spirit of the Manitou; 
From feticism’s darksome way, 
To glories of the god of day; 
From idols wrought of wood and stone, 
And mythologic heaven, 
To God Eternal — One alone, 
By revelation given. 


II. 


As pass the frightful hours away, 
And terror reigns and sore dismay ; 
And any moment may declare 
The horrid death of Jenocaire ; 
The pest inexorable calls, 
And Jossakeed a victim falls. 
His whitened hair disordered flies ; 
Dark gleam his sunken, haggard eyes; 
Aud loosely hangs his withered skin, 
Fit cover for his ghastly grin. 
He prostrate les upon his cot, 
His schemes of vengeance all forgot ; 
For arm-ed phantom on the wing, 
With arrow at the ready string — 
The spectre Pauguk — grim a8 fate, 
18 
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‘Is gazing from the troubled sky, 
Proclaiming that the end is nigh; 
Forbidding treachery and hate. 


Lid 

A pensive, apprehensive band 

Around the prophet mournful stand, 
Beside his cabin near the green ; 

And all in anxious mood relate 

Their thoughts upon the future state ; 
Socratic is the solemn scene. 


JOSSAKEED. 
My time is come. The Pauguk calls; 
I feel his chul around the heart ; 
Like aged oak that withered falls, 
I, too, must fall; I must depart. 
And yet, in future blooming years, 
I long shall live in distant West; 
Where neither sorrow, pain nor tears 
Are ever known among the blest. 


JENOCAIRE, 
Nay, set your thoughts on things above — 
On dying Lamb, forgiving love; 

Upon the cross uplifted high, 

That points to home beyond the sky. 
Your cherished future Land of Dreams, 
Beyond the eve’s resplendent beams, 

‘Will vanish, as you silent tread 

The gloomy regions of the dead. 
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From dust your body had its birth, 

And soon it molders back to earth ; 
Your Spirit mounts to upper air, 
Or sinks to darkness and despair. 


TAI-GO-NE-GA. 
Ah, why distract the parting hour? 
Of thorns the bed of death bestrew? 
Leave him the choice of higher power — 
Of spirit, Christ or Manitou. 


WA-BAS-SO. 
Oh, vex him not with gods unknown, 
His faith the flying years have told; 
He holds, he firmly holds his own; 
He faces Pauguk, ready, bold. 


JOSSAKEED. 


Yea, naught can shake my firm belief; 

Nor pain acute, nor sorest grief. 
I wander fearless, though alone, 
To lands the fathers all have gone. 

They lie in winding path, away, 

Beyond the beams of setting day ; 
They smile in regions distant far, 
Beneath, beyond the evening star. 

Upon that wide extended plain, 

Sweet love and peace forever ‘reign. 
The fruitful seasons come and go, 
Unvexed by frost or driving snow. 
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Beside the bud and blossom fair, 
The ripened fruit is ever there. 
The forests lend their cooling shade ; 
There waves the grassy everglade, 
Alternate with the broad savanna; 
No demons there appall ; 
There reigns alone the great So-wan-na, 
Great Spirit over all. 
WHIPPOORWILL, the younger. 


There buds and flowers of blooming spring 
In brightest robes abound, 
And sweetest odors constant bring, - 
In never ceasing round. 
There birds of richest plumage shine, 
Of fairy form and fair ; 
And softest melodies combine, 
To charm the vocal air. 


DUROC. 

And yet nor song of bird or man, 

Can rival song of heavenly love, 
That celebrates redemption’s plan, 

Among angelic hosts above. 
All glory be to God on high! 

Who fall-en, sinful man forgiveth; 
There every pain and woe shall fly; 

I know that my Redeemer liveth! 


MUS-KO-DA-SA. 
Believe it not, proud Jossakeed ; 
Nor tale of crucifixion heed ; 
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Go, join the long, the happy band, 
Ancestral, in the spirit land. 
There corn, tobacco, squash and bean, 
Luxuriant to the view, 
In one unbroken round are seen — 
The gifts of Manitou. 
There various fruits that charm the eye, 
And melt upon the taste, 
Successive bud, and bloom, and die — 
A. never-ending waste. 
The spirit blest may there partake 
7 Of choicest food his fill; 
Nor him shall appetite forsake, 
He feeds and hungers still. 


TAI-GO-NE-GA. 
What matter if we wander there, 
Or to that home in upper air? 
To me, the one — the other seems, 
Alike a happy land of dreams. 
To this, the monk—to that, the chief, 
Would urge as in a firm belief: 
Why may not faith adopt the two ? 
Believe them both, and both pursue? 


WHIPPOORWILL, the elder. 
Yea, more; are not the two the same; 
The dif’rence only in the name ? 
Tn final rest of Jenocaire, 
That draws us to the upper air; 
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In Po-ne-mah of Jossakeed, 

Beyond the evening star, indeed; — 
One happy home I clearly trace, 
With slight mistake about the place. 


JENOCAIRE. 
Nay, nay; the broad, the winding way, 
To Po-ne-mah is far astray; 

A place of demons, too, instead, 

And dam-ned spirits, dark and dread : 
While up the strait, the narrow hight, 
That leads to ever pure delight — 

That leads to God’s eternal throne, 

Is by the cross and that alone. 


JOSSAKEED. 
The faith in countless ages cast — 
The spirit of the mighty past, 
Can never err: The Land of Dreams, 
Is truth itself —is all it seems. 
There, rivers glide along the plains; 
There, dews and soft refreshing rains; 
And lakes are scattered here and there, 
Whose crystal vapors cool the air. 
Rare fish abound: The angler’s hook, 
Among the tenants of the brook, 
And lake and river, teeming nigh, 
May richest food for man supply. 
And charming valleys meet the eyes; 
And gently sloping hills arise ; 
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And sweetly undulating plain, 
May well inspire a lofty strain. 


DUROC. 
It may indeed. If false or true, 
The glowing picture charms the view. 
A scene like this may well inspire, 
The sweetest notes of tuneful lyre. 


| WA-BAS-SO. 
Stay, stay; your eager praise withhold, 
For more than half is yet untold. 

The shades of bison, hart and bear, 

Are ever seen abounding there, 
With other game. Their spirits glide 
Upon the plain in all their pride. 

The souls of arrow, bow and knife, 

Are ready, there, for sylvan strife. 
And dreamy hunters, in the chase, 


Pursue the game with rapid pace ; 
Nor yet, pursuer or pursued, 


Is e’er oppressed with lassitude. 


JENOCAIRE. 
’Tis sensual all; and vile, at best; 
’Tis not a pure, a heavenly rest. 
The lofty spirit, while it springs, 


To low — to earthly pleasure clings: 


Bereft of flesh, and blood, and bone, 
It clings to earth and earth alone ; — 
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With all her sorrow, woe and pain, 
Repeated o’er and o’er again. 

The soul eternal there may roam, 

And never reach a heavenly home. 
There panting ghosts, a dreamy band, 
Will still aspire to spirit land ; 
Will still aspire to realm untrod — 
To bliss around the throne of God. 


JOSSAKEED. 


It matters not: My fathers, there, 
Are calling me their bliss to share. 
I seek the place where they are found, 
In wide creation’s utmost bound. 
If they are not in realm above, 
With all its never-dying love, 
I wish it not. mn other place, 
I, too, would shun your hated race. 
If in your pit of deepest woe 
They dwell, where fiery torments glow, 
I go, where they have gone before ; 
Their home is mine: I ask no more. 
Give me the place, the place of all, 
Where my forefathers loudly call: 
Where their loved forms again I see, 
Will be a heavenly home for me. 
The sweetest pleasures there shall roll, 
Unending round the human soul. 
Oh, give! beyond the evening beams, 
That happy home, the Land of Dreams. 
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TeV 
The prophet heaved a parting sigh; 
He saw the Pauguk drawing nigh. 
He stretched himself upon his mat; 
A. palor on his features sat ; 
Yet pleasant smiles upon them play, 
As sight and hearing pass away. 
A gasp or two the sequel tell; 
He gently waves a long farewell. 
a 
Nor wife nor child the prophet left, 
Around his grave to bend; 
But Teuchsa Grondie was bereft 
Of sachem, brother, friend. 
And lamentations rend the air, 
In field, in forest shade : 
And tears of sorrow, black dispair, 
The cabin home invade. 
Nor does the pious Jenocaire, 
His solemn mass forego ; 
He loudly chants upon the square, 
His blessing to bestow. 
Sweet flowers the Wa-won-ais-sa brings, 
That on the corpse are spread ; 
And Whippoorwill — the younger — sings 
A requiem for the dead. 
In measure, to the soft refrain, 
With sobs and sorrow deep, 
A mournful, melancholy train 
Around the body sweep. 
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Vi. 


For burial rite are preparations made: 

In sitting posture, by the cabin shade, 
As when he lived, the chief is set; 

The girdle, rings and belts of warrior ae re 

Are on him pieeae His head in plumage waves: 
He shines in paint of red and jet. 

His tomahawk and lance are by his side, 

His bow and knife his ready grasp abide, 
For war prepared or for the chase ; 

The glow of life has fled, and yet he seems, 

Imposing still, in war’s resplendent beams, 
A worthy type of all his race. 

Amid the din of bell, and sob, and moan, 

And bitter wail, and mingled groan with groan, 
‘As if upon a mortal strife ; — 

Amid the whirling dance for hots ed dead, 

That round the seated chief is fiercely led, 
The corpse appears instinct with life. 

Now all a silent, calm attention lend, 

And Mus-ko-da-sa, of departed friend, 
A glowing eulogy essays ; 

A life of sterling virtues is his theme, 

That sheds upon the past a cheerful beam ; 
To future, its enlivening rays. 


bVe-Lelee 


The dust, to dust; to ashes, ashes tend; 
And all to narrow house at last descend. 
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And all, or nearly all, to future life 

Aspire alike, as ends the earthly strife. 

If brave or chief, if honored sachem dies, 
The ample mound, a worthy tomb, must rise. 
Beside the cornfield, in the rural shade, . 
And deep and wide is excavation made. 
Within is placed the coffin wrought of bark, 
To land of dreams a solitary ark. 

In sitting posture there, the chief is placed, 
With all his richest decorations graced. 

To serve him on his way to spirit land, 

His bowl and dish of meat beside him stand. 
His weapons of the chase are with him sent, 
Against the flitting, shadowy game intent; 
That mimic war which here is but begun, 

~ May be prolonged beyond the setting sun. 
Reluctant to explore the distant way, 

The lingering spirit hovers round its clay: 
And constant women often here attend, 

In sobs and moans before the shade to bend. 
Secure against the sacrilegious hand, 

Or fierce surviving foe, the tomb shall stand ; 
And long, in future ages, yet shall last, 

A sacred relic of forgotten past. 

Around it, mystic, legendary lore, 

Its wizard tales shall in profusion pour: 
While from its dearly cherished portal gleams, 
A lively vision of the Lanp or Dreams. 


ou 


TEUCHSA GRONDIE. 


CAIN EOg x LN: 


THE WINTER HUNT. 


A. D. 1639-40. 


PREFATORY NOTE. Wa-be-no-ka is a compound word and name 
which has no particular signification, although I derive the same in 
part from Wa-be-no, a prophet. Chi-ga-gou signified the place or 
meadow where leeks or wild onions were found. Kik-a-la-ma-zoo 
signified the mirage river, where the stones were often mistaken for 
otters. Sagamite signified a sort of compound stew of roots, plants 
and flesh, and was a common dish among the Indians. Was-bee was 
an ancient name for Grand River. The Indian mound at Kalamazoo 
has been a subject of much interest for many years. 


I 


HEN daily toils and cares perplex, 
And sorely disappointments vex; 
When weary burdens heavy bind, 
And jaded is the active mind ; 
When slowly evening shades appear, 
And sky and moon and stars are clear ; 
When nature’s balmy reign is still, 
Save cheerful notes of whippoorwill;— 
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"Tis sweet to leave the busy strife, 
The plodding round of active life, 
And to sequestered home retire, 
To weave the mystic song-— 
To touch the soft, responding lyre, 
And melody prolong. 
But how, amid the rushing tide 
Of business — surging far and wide, 
Where wildest passions often swell, 
Shall heavenly contemplation dwell ? 
Or how, along the troubled way, 
Where brambles choke the ground, 
Shall kindly muses deign to stay, 
And poesy abound ? 


Ries 

"Tis simple, all. The sweetest rose, 

Beside the thorn and thistle grows. 
Upon the bent and crabbed shoot, 
Is found the blossom and the fruit. 

The pearls and corals of the deep, « 

Among the rocks their vigils keep. 

The brightest gem that decks the fair, 
-Was found the rudest bed to share. 

Beneath a livid, frowning sky, 

The rainbow leaps to charm the eye. 
The jagged alpine clifts prolong, 
The echoes of the mellow song. 

Yea, true affection, as a guest — 

A playful, kindly flame, 
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May nestle in a savage breast, 
Within an iron frame. 
And so along the troubled way, 
Where toils beset from day to day; 
Where active strife, in every form, 
May rage like fiercely driving storm ; 
In purer fields of contemplation, 
Above the murky plain — 
A sweet relief and recreation 
To lacerated brain — 
The flowers of poesy may spring, 
To entertain and please, 
And fragrant odors freely fling, 
To every passing breeze. 


Tide 
Fair Teuchsa Grondie’s people weep, 
Despair,on every side; 
They call to spirits of the deep ; 
Their sovereign will abide. 
The pestilence, on every hand, 
Has bred a famine in the land. 
The gardens wear a look forlorn, 
And shrunken is the bean and corn. 
The chase is desert far and wide; 
Its winter stores are now denied. 
The finny race are few and shy; 
The angler toils without supply. — 
The blight has even left its mark 
Upon the roots and forest bark. 
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The growing hunger to assuage, 
As practiced oft in former age — 
Legends are told, and told again, 
In cabin home, but all in vain. 
One sole escape from present grief — 
The winter hunt must bring relief. 


nV 


“ Ho, for the chase!” Wa-bas-so said ; 
“The distant winter chase:” 
The party Mus-ko-da-sa led, 
The boldest of his race. 
The younger Whippoorwill would go; 
The hunt would Duroe share ; 
The Huron with his knife and bow; 
And pious Jenocaire. 
And many others, young and old, 
Of now forgotten fame, 
To brave the winter storm and cold, 
Up rose with loud acclaim, 
The child, the maid, the youth were there; 
The aged, withered hag; 
The mother would the hardship dare ; 
Nor did the prophet lag. 
And e’en the dog and wolfish cur, 
At once the object saw ; 
And with a whimper were astir, 
~ Instinct with nature’s law. 
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Vis 


A lad there was, of tender years — 

A son of Mus-ko-da-sa brave; 
A chief among his little peers; 

His mother rested in her grave. 
The age of ten he scarcely told; 

And yet, to hardy life allied, | 
And wild adventures manifold, 

The winter storm he bold defied. 
He had his little bow and quiver, 

His little tomahawk and knife; 
He could the prize-mark quickly shiver, 

And mimic fiercest battle strife. 
The skiff obeyed his childish will, 

The line and hook were oft his care; 
He played at ball with manly skill; 

In every hardship took a share. 
The fox skin was his fancy dress, 

With gayest plumage on his head ; 
He pleased by playful sprightliness, 

And light amusements often led. 
His mother was a Chippeway, 

His worthy father part the same: 
The rising chief of future day, 

And Wa-be-no-ka was his name. 


Vets 
The usual Indian Summer past, 
The early snow upon the ground ; 
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And coming on the winter’s blast, 
And desolation spread around ; 
From hunger to obtain relief, 
Fair Teuchsa Grondie sallies forth, 
Amid despondency and grief, 
To brave the icy, snowy north. 
In clothing and in every need, 
The poor supply is scant indeed: 
The skins and mats of former day, 
Must answer now as best they may. 
The pappoose at the mother’s back, 
The kettle, head-belt and the pack; 
The hook and line, and knife and bow, 
Are all the freight the party know. 
The breviary is the share, 
With holy cross, of Jenocaire. 
Brave Duroc takes his cheerful spirit, 
In every place a signal merit. 


_ To guard the huts from lurking foe, 


And care upon the sick bestow ; 
Some few remain, devoted still; 
Of these, the elder Whippoorwill. 


VEL. 
As dim arose the lurid sun, 
Adieus were said without delay ; 
The toilsome journey was begun, 
To brave the winter far away. 
Altho’ the streams and oozy ground, 
In icy chains were firmly bound, 
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The vines and fallen trees were met, 
And brush the tangled way beset. 
The naked ash and leafless oak, 
Cold desolation wide bespoke; 
Yet on the beech, the chicadee, 
Blith, happy, held his jubilee. 
Vast elms, without a parallel, 
With arms athwart the sky, 
Of distant ages darkly tell, 
And sweeping blast defy. 


Valera 


The train the chiefs in silence lead, 
And in the snow a pathway tread, 
A path for weary band; 
For miles they pass a level plain, 
The former bed of rolling main; 
Now, richest of the land. 


IDK 


A change appears. Upon the eyes, 
From winding vale, the hills arise, 
The scene to beautify ; 
No frowning rocks, the retinue 
Of mountain range, obstruct the view — 
Dark, towering to the sky ; 
But undulations far and wide, 
Like heavy swells of ocean tide, 
When slow abates the storm ; 
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As if the earth of ancient date 
Was hardened from a liquid state, 
And in a troubled form. 
The forest trees are thinly cast, 
And freely drives the winter blast; 
The hunter free may roam: 
The oaks an ancient orchard seem — 
Where fragrant blossoms early teem 
Around thg rural home. 
Extended plains, from Lake to Lake 
This feature, in the main partake ; 
With river valleys wide, 
Where deep and rich alluvions lie, 
And darker forests hide the sky, 
And damp and gloom abide. 


? 


xe 


As far the party onward press, 
And deep explore the wilderness, 
By chance the turkey, partridge, deer, 
Afford a scant, but welcome cheer. 
To guard against inclement skies, 
At night the huts of bark arise ;— 
A hasty, poor, protection cast 
Against the winter’s driving blast. 
Upon a floor of brush and mat, 
Around a central blaze, 
The party hold their evening chat, 
Of distant happy days. 
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And when the blazing brand is spent, 
And deepest gloom enshrouds the tent; 
And wind and frost upon them creep, 
Tho’ strange to tell, they soundly sleep. 
Beneath the ice the streams are pent ; 
Of snow the evergreens are bent ; 
Fierce winter, in his winding sheet, 
On every hand, the hunters meet. 
The wind sends forth a surly howl; 
Above, the clouds in anger scowl ; 
Nor does the sun his cheer maintain, 
But leaves to frost unbounded reign. 
The songs of Duroc now are still, 
And warbling notes of Whippoorwill ; 
But, on the frosty, bracing air, 
Loud swell the chants of Jenocaire. 
And frequent on the stately tree, 
He graves the cross and fleur de lis; 
A living sign to coming bands, 
Of conquest in these desert lands. 


EINES 


From Teuchsa Grondie — happy home, 
War, far away the party roam, 
Like restless, roaming pioneer ; 
A hundred. frozen lakes they pass, 
And frozen marsh and withered grass; 
No vengeful, skulking foe they fear. 
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The muskrat and the beaver lend, 
Their winter robes, like kindly friend, 

To those that sorely, sadly need ; 
At times, a gnawing hunger tries; 

At times, abundant the supplies, 

A. famished, eager crew to feed. 
Southwestern, now, from day to day, 
The party slowly wend their way 

Toward the leek fields, Chi-ga-gou ; 
They pass the prairie — cold and drear, 
They pass the mirage Se-pee clear — 

The river Kik-a-la-ma-zoo. 


exe 


Intent a season to abide, 

The hunters, on the river side, 
The cabin set; and soon, again, 
The village rises on the plain. 

The circling hills on every hand, 

A wide and varied scene command. 
Upon an open space of ground, 


Is seen the ancient “ Indian Mound ;” — 


A modest, unassuming pile; 

But, like the structures of the Nile, 
It speaks of distant ages past, 
In deep and dark oblivion cast. 


Sods 


Of poles and bark, and of a scanty size, 
Upon the frozen ground the huts arise. 
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Around the central fire are always seen, 

The mats, and skins, and boughs of evergreen. 
Through holes and open spaces multiform, 

The frost invades, and wind and driving storm. 
And here, as in a kennel, den or sty, 

The men and boys, and girls and women lie ;— 
And smoke, and cook and eat their sagamite, 
With pappoose, dogs and vermin, day and night. 
In filth and stench, in roasting heat or chill, 
They sit, and coil, and twist, and lounge their fill. 
The dense and stifling smoke, a pungent smell, 
To eyes and lungs, of purgatory tell ; 

And penitential tears and groans are there, 
For Duroe and the pious Jenocaire. 

The tedious winter eve is whiled away, 

By stories of the chase and battle fray; 

And frightful tales of legendary lore, 

The necromancer always has in store. 

And vulgar jest and ribaldry abound, 

While roars of laughter make the hut resound, 
The Jesuit will oft the den forsake, 

And on the snow, devout position take ; 

And solemn, there, beneath a frosty sky, 

And flashing milky-way, lift up on high 

His ringing chant, with elevated Host, 

To God — the Father, Son and Holy Ghost. 


& DVe, 


By day the hunt its wild excitement lends, 
And oft a surfeit to the cabin sends; 
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While Wa-be-no-ka, with his little bow, 

The turkey chases on the crusty snow. 

In turn, fierce hunger, famine, sore assail, 
When game, and fish, and roots together fail; 
And then, with tears, and cries, and much ado, 
A wail is sent to guardian Manitou. 

And sickness, too, is there, and death and woe; 
And friends are laid beneath the cruel snow; 
But when the solid frost shall leave the ground, 
_ The burial rite shall swell the “Indian Mound.” 
And joy is there. Amid the winter’s chill, 

A stranger guest—an infant Whippoorwill. 
Most cruel lot! Yet heaven will guard and bless 
The unclad offspring of the wilderness. 

Young Wa-be-no-ka, thus in early life, 

Beholds his love, his future happy wife. 

And in his joy, melodious, Duroc sings, 

And little presents to the stranger flings. 

And tho’ the juggler fiercely sends a frown, 
And even threats to strike intruder down, 

Yet calmly Jenocaire, the cross on high, 
Invokes a kindly blessing from the sky. 


OF, 
The melting, gushing, laughing spring, 
From genial South,,is on the wing: 
Before his budding, blooming sway, 
The snow and frost shall flee away. 
“ And now,” says pious Jenocaire, 
“ Away, for Teuchsa Grondie fair.” 
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“ Ah yes, I go!” says Whippoorwill ; 
“ And yet I go in sorrow still: 
The whispering birds the tidings bear, 
That my dear mother is not there: 
Ere long she'll rest in land afar — 
In home beyond the evening star.’ 
Brave Mus-ko-da-sa gives the word, 
And all assent with one accord. 
The huts are struck; the packs are made, 
And on the head-belts firmly laid. 
The infant child, in tidy rack, 
Is placed upon the mother’s back ; 
And Wa-be-no-ka in his pride, 
Will walk beside his lttle bride. 
By lake and river, hill and vale, 
They thread the ancient “Indian trail.” 
Amid a rough a “rolling land,” 
They pass the Was-bee, River Grand. 
They onward press, and soon they see 
The River Huron — Qua-to-gie. 
In single file — extended train, 
They strike across the woody plain. 


”} 


XGVelt 


And now behold the curling smoke arise, 
That cheers returning hunters’ longing eyes. 
With one long yell the expedition ends, 
And Teuchsa Grondie hearty welcome lends. 
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THE FESTIVAL OF THE DEAD. 


A. D. 1644. 

PREFATORY Note. The festival of the dead, as it was called, 
was of frequent occurrence among the American Indians. It took 
place about once in fifteen or twenty years, and it is represented as 
having been one of the most repulsive sights that could be presented 
to the eyes or the imaginations of civilized men. The spirits of the 
dead were supposed to linger about their former homes till this great 
festival took place. There was a large Indian mound still remaining 
within two or three miles of Detroit as late as the forepart of the nine- 
teenth century. It may have been constructed at some festival as 
described in this Canto. 

Te 


N every clime and every age, 

As rolling years their course have led, 
“The saint, the savage and the sage,” 

Have felt a reverence for the dead. 
The pyramids of ancient Nile, 

The Gothic Abbey of the Thames, 
Mount Vernon, with its modest pile, 

In this assert their rival claims. 
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Nor here, alone, does greatness tend ; 

In humble life, the stricken heart, 
Towards the dear departed friend, 

Sincerest homage will impart. 
Yea, in the rudest wigwam cot, 

That sweet refinement never blest, 
Affection lingers round the spot, 

Where loved remains are now at rest. 
And farther still affection beams; 

Nor present life its vision bounds ; 
It stretches to the land of dreams, 

As well attest the ancient mounds. 


Lit 

Five years have calmly rolled away, 

Since Teuchsa Grondie prostrate lay, 
In grief and humble penitence, 
Beneath a frightful pestilence. 

And deepest sorrow, floods of tears, 

Have marked the sad and gloomy years, 
Departed spirits linger still; 
Their vacant place in cabin fill ;— 

Awaiting for the festal day, 

To speed them on the destined way — 
To final home —to land afar — 
To land beyond the evening star. 


Lge 
The ceremony to prepare, 
In all the pomp of savage grief, 
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The council met upon the square — 
The prophet, sachem and the chief. 
In circle, seated on the ground, 
The pipe its inspiration gave ; 
Each look was thoughtful and profound, 
Each exhortation calm and grave. 
Nor friendly clans are now forgot: 
The Tat-e-rat, the Qua-to-gie ; 
The Chippeway, the Wyandot, 
Miami, Pottawattamie; 
The Kickapoo, the Es-ta-kick, 
The Sac, the Adironidack ; 
The Ottawa, the Chic-ta-ghick, 
. The Fox, the Michimackinack: — 
They freely come, from hill and vale, 
Light rowing in the bark canoe; 
Or, by the distant winding trail, 
As at the call of Manitou. 
And wild the scene of disarray, 
At Teuchsa Grondie — ever fair; 
Shouts usher in the festal day, 
Around the maple, on the square. 


LW. 
From river bank, and field, and lowly mound, 
And far sequestered — consecrated ground; 
From hut and hamlet of the friendly clan, 
The solemn exhumation now began. / 
In every state they come. The recent dead 
Are lifted from their temporary bed ; 
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The relics — shapeless forms, in swift decay ; 
The moldy bones, without their lifeless clay ; 
Of both the sexes, and of young and old; 
The child, the lover, sachem, chieftain bold — 
A frightful throng! A melancholy train, 
Come forth their final burial place to gain. 
Within the council-house upon the green, 
This dread array in hideous plight is seen, 
Clad in the richest furs; as if the sprites 
Yet sighed and lingered for the final rites. - 
Amid a horrid feast, the deepest wail 

Of woe, and doleful chant, the ear assail; 
And loved remains are held in fond caress, 
While cries invoke great Michabou to bless. 
Affection for the dear departed friend, 

And faith obscure, with superstition blend; 
And he that should a relic form deface, 
Would feel the signal vengeance of his race. 
Brave Duroc and the pious Jenocaire, 

Are both invited in the rites to share: 

They pass a night in that infernal den — 


A. sight and stench beyond all human ken. 


Wh 
The morn awakes. The rising day 
Beholds a pompous, rich display 
Of choicest fur and skin ; 
With gayest plumage of the chase, 
And gleaming paint on limb and face, 
Amid a frightful din. 
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The vast assembly, on the square, 
For long procession now prepare, 
Around their honored shrine; 
And Jenocaire, in pious love, 
Is there the lesson to improve, 
Beside the cross divine. 
The bodies — melancholy load, 
Are lifted from their brief abode, 
Still wrapt in costly skins; 
The moldy bones, in fagots strung, 
On kindred shoulders light are flung: 
The solemn march begins. 
Loud lamentations, doleful cries, 
That swell in cadence to the skies, 
Their mournful story tell — 
Of strong affection surging deep, 
Like rolling tempest’s mighty sweep, 
Or ocean’s heaving swell. 
The feathered tribe, upon the wing, 
In sympathy, forget to sing; 
The passing breeze is still; 
No one, this day, can joy impart, 
Not Duroe with his lightsome heart, 
Or even Whippoorwill. 
To rising ground they now repair, 
In sight of Teuchsa Grondie fair, 
But in the forest gloom ; 
Obedient to their chief’s command, 
Around the future mound they stand, 
The relics to entomb. 
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Wis 
Two fathoms deep, the burial pit, 

And twice two ample fathoms wide; 
A circle that might well admit 

A thousand bodies side by side. 
Around it high a scaffold rose, 

Of post, and pole, and bark, and brace ; 
From which the relics to expose, 

And cast into their resting place. 
In wider circle, still away, 

Beneath the heavy forest shade, 
The fires their glowing lights display ; 

The solar beams before them fade. 
And now the youth at public games, 

For prize engage; the leap, or flight, 
Or shooting match, their zeal inflames, 

Until approach the hours of night. 
The prizes, by the mourners paid, 

Who thus the wild excitement spread, 
Are on behalf of kindred shade — 

The present spirits of the dead. 


VII. 
And next, within a spacious ring, 
The funeral gifts the bearers bring ; 
A. varied and a bright array — 
A vast —a fabulous display: 
The beads, the costly wampum string, 
That binds the peace of chief and king ; 
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The calumet of sacred sway, 
That every foeman must obey; 
The gayest plumage of the chase, 
That would the proudest chieftain grace ; 
The braided mat, the moccasin ; 
The tasty frock of otter skin; 
Of porcupine the bristling quill; 
The eagle’s claw, the vulture’s bill: 
The wing of jay, and stately drake ; 
The spotted skin of rattlesnake: . 
The grinning fox in mimic art; 
The noble antlers of the hart; 
The fur of muskrat, wolf and bear, 
And mink and beaver: —all are there. 
Nor only this is brought to view: 
The paddle and the bark canoe; 
The racket for the drifted snow; 
The arrow and the polished bow: 
The war club and the scalping knife, 
That grimly tell of deadly strife 
Upon the battle plain ; 
The tomahawk and woven shield, 
With pendant scalp from bloody field, 
Proud trophies of the slain. 


VIII. 
The voice of Mus-ko-da-sa, clear, 
Rings out above the swelling din: 
“To cherished relics ever dear, 
The last sad office now begin.” 
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Behold, anew, the warm caress, 

While sob and moan the ear assail ; 
The forest rings of wild excess, 

On high resounds the mournful wail. 
At lifted hand, up rise the throng, 

And each a gift or relic bears; 
The chieftams chant the funeral song ; 

To mount the scaffold each prepares. 
Another signal: Up they fly 

The sloping ladders; yells resound: 
With care upon the scaffold high, 

Are gifts and relics spread around. 


TX. 


Now Mus-ko-da-sa mounts a lofty stand, 
And silence craves, by gentle wave of hand; 

The troubled, surging waves are still: 
The cross above the Jesuit is seen ; 

Old Duroe gazes with a solemn mien, 

Beside the thoughtful Whippoorwill. 
“The rite,” thus Mus-ko-da-sa calm begun, 
“The rite we owe, this day is nobly done, 

To those we bid a long farewell; 
Thanks to you all, for this your pious zeal ; 
Yours are the pangs the stricken mourners feel; 

May peace within your cabins dwell. 
These many gifts affection well attest, 
Towards the friends ere long to be at rest, 

In distant spirit land of dreams; 
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They linger still about their former home, 

But ere the dawn, to evening star they roam — 
Beneath the star that yonder gleams. 

Ye happy souls! that round us hover now! 

Accept these gifts; these solemn rites allow! 
Oh, pardon what is done amiss! 

Your signal virtues, while with us you dwelt, 

Your deeds of valor that the foeman felt, 
Will smooth your path to land of bliss.” 


Exits 


He ceases with the closing day: 
More brilliant now the fires arise; 
The sparks in gleaming circles play, 
The curling smoke invades the skies. 
The stakes are set; the kettles hung ; 
And in the boiling sagamite, 
Dry scraps of human flesh are flung, 
The wildest frenzy to excite. 
And all, the horrid feast, partake, 
While shouts rebellow thro’ the gloom; 
The echoes of the night awake, 
Like mournful echoes of the tomb. 
The funeral honors to enhance, 
Prepare the midnight whirling dance: 
In glowing paint and plumage gay, 
Among the fires, a bright display, 
With one consent, and to and fro, 
Away the vast assembly go; 
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And fierce arises, long and dread, 
A yell that might awake the dead. 
To calm beholder of the sight, 
That fiery scene at dead of night— 
The whirl, contortion, demon yell — 
Is like a scene from nether hell. 
The brute creation, too, are there ; 
The hawk and eagle wildly stare. 
The wolf sends up a dismal howl, 
And loud responds the frighted owl. 


XI, 

The night advances. Jenocaire, 

And Duroe, still the wonder share. 
Wa-bas-so’s voice now loudly swells, 
Above the deafening savage yells: 

“Let silence reign; let all be still, 

For funeral song of Whippoorwill.” 

At once the mighty ocean roar, 
Like battle storm, is heard no more; 

And thro’ the glare, all eyes intent, 

Are on the charming songstress bent. 

At first her voice, in solemn tone, 
And mellow strain, is heard alone: 

Anon it gathers wild excess, 

And echoes through the wilderness, 

In one voluptuous swell ; 

And then the stirring choral song, 

Brave Duroc and the host prolong — 

A frightful funeral knell. 
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FUNERAL SONG. 


a 
Farewell, dear friends, a long farewell! 
Ye soon shall wander far, 
With happy spirits there to dwell — 
Beyond the evening star. 
CHORUS. 
Farewell, farewell: ye wander far, 
To home beyond the evening star. 


rE 
Take bow and arrow, meat and drink, 
The weary way is long ; 
And boldly pass, oh, never shrink, 
To that dear land of song. 
CHORUS. 
Oh, shrink not, tho’ the way be long, 
From that dear land, the land of song. 


3. 
The sparks that from these flames arise, 
And in the darkness spread ; 
The stars that gleam along the skies, 
Are spirits of the dead. 
CHORUS. 
Yea, spirits of the mighty dead, 
To land of dreams in triumph led. 


4, 
Their spirits — are the northern light, 
Their souls — the milky-way ; 
In glory, there, they take their flight, 
To one eternal day. 
CHORUS. 
Along the shining milky-way, 
They march to that eternal day. 
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5. 
Nor we, to lot of man, are blind; 
We soon the end shall see; 
We shall not linger far behind, 
From that eternity. 
CHORUS. 


We soon the final end shall see, 
That happy home — eternity. 


XxcleLe 


The echoes linger: Mournful spell, 
Is broken by redoubled yell; 
And to the scaffold all repair, 
The last sad funeral rite to share. 
And first, within the pit, a bed 
_ Of robes of richest fur, is spread. 
The kettles then are careful set, 
With bow and food, and calumet ; — 
To serve the spirits, on their way, 
To land beyond the setting day. 
Pell-mell the relics then are thrown, 
With horrid yell, and frightful groan ; 
And when in order all are laid, 
A winding sheet of robes is made: 
The whole with earth is covered o’er, 
To rest till time shall be no more. 


Exo Delis 


Throughout the west, may often still be found, - 
From long forgotten past, the “ Indian Mound”: 
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And doubtless many more, in swift decay, 

By frost, and flood, and time, were swept away. 
What frightful scenes around them once befell, - 
No echoes from the past shall ever tell. a 
Thus fated, too, the race of human kind — = 
That formed them, shall a swift oblivion find. 
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THE MISSIONARY. 


A. D. 1645. 


PREFATORY Notr. The word Okie was a general name for 
ghost, demon or guardian spirit. The new chapel is supposed to have 
stood on or near the site of the present French Church, on Larned 
street, Detroit. The Demon Feast was a horrid midnight revel, which 
took place in times of great danger and terror, and in which brutal 
obscenity, human sacrifices and cannibalism were practiced. 


im 
ROM all the sweets of social life, 
And charms of all-endearing home, 
To brave the torch and scalping knife, 
The Jesuit would distant roam. 
The world might hold him in derision, 
But crowns of glory led him on; 
Clear was his faith, like raptured vision, 
In view of final victory won. 
His mother Church he n’er forgot; 
Her rule of faith he questioned not; 
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His action, too, with firm belief, 

Was guided by his ruler chief. 
And when his mission was begun, 
The cloistered life he well might shun; 

In every land of every zone, 

The active life was all his own. 
The cross to western world he bears, 

With an intense, unflaging zeal; 
And every danger freely shares, 

His work by martyrdom to seal. 
Go where you may, the Jesuit declares 
His presence still. The princely court he shares: 
The school he guides. In hood, or in disguise, 
With tact and skill, his arts he ever plies. 
At the confession, conscience firm he gains; 
And in the social circle calmly reigns: 
His constant aim—to sway the human mind, 
And, in united faith, the world to bind. 
And yet with many faults, from pole to pole, 
He spreads the truth, and feeds the human soul. 
In Ethiope; on Chillian Mount sublime ; 
In Paraguay; in Congo’s sunny clime ; 
In Bactriana, and in China far; 
In Japan’s thousand isles; in Caffrara ; 
In California; on the Amazon ; 
In Australasia; by the Oregon: 
In Nouvelle France; in Aztec Mexico; 
In Iceland chill; and — where soe’er we go — 
To Earth’s remotest bounds, we find him there ; 
Yea, here he dwelt, at Teuchsa Grondie fair. 
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1 abs 


For Duroc and for Jenocaire, 

A hut was raised beside the square. 

The stake and pole sustained the roof, 
Against the storm, a slender proof. 

From open top, the daily light; 

The winter thro’ the crevice broke; 

~ A central fire illumed the night, 

Intense with suffocating smoke. 

- Beneath a rustic tripod slung, 

Above the fire, the kettle hung: 

Nor did the dainty Frenchman scorn, 
The sagamite and roasted corn. 

To form at night the lowly bed, 

The mat and skin are neatly spread. 
Upon the walls of bark around, 
Rude pictures of the faith are found. 

The red-men gather in to see, 

A. house in pure simplicity. 

Here, oft, his home the savage makes, 
And oft the food and couch partakes. 

And here the monk, in cloak and hood, 

Proclaims the Christian brotherhood ; 

He shares in turn the cabin shades, 
Nor soup of wolf or dog evades. 


RIT, 
The faithful priest arose at early dawn, 
And walked abroad upon the sloping lawn, 
To gaze upon the opening East ; 
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Perhaps thro’ cornfield, to the forest nigh, 

He bent his steps; and there, beneath the sky, 
Devout his many sins confessed. 

And then, from hut to hut, and on the square, 

In social converse, would he calm declare, 
The Christian faith, the final ban ; 

Of science, too, and arts he often spoke; 

And free discussion would he oft invoke, 
Upon the destiny of man. 

Did sickness rage, distress and pain assail, 

And cabin home resound with mournful wail, 
With terror and despairing cries; 

At once the priest would care and skill impart, 

Nor fail to point the mind and heavy heart 
To happy home beyond the skies. 

The child and youth—the hope of every age — 

An often soiled but yet unwritten page — 
Susceptible of deep impress, 

Were gathered to the house of Jenocaire, 

And taught the Avé, Pater, Crédo, there, 
And sign of cross and holy Messe. 

The priest and Duroc, too, the burden share 

Of daily toil— provide their humble fare ; 
The water bring, the garden till; 

The game pursue, the eager angler play; 

Prepare their meat and mush, from day to day; 
And ealls of charity fulfill 
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Iv. 
That little bower of evergreen, 
Upon the square — attractive scene ; 
And where beholder still might see 
Le Vareau’s cross upon the tree; 
Where wonted prayer was often made, 
At morn, and noon, and evening shade; 
Where solemn chant was often sung, 
In swelling strain of Latin tongue ; 
And where the savage often went, 
To gaze in mute astonishment — 
At scenes that pointed to the goal, 
And deeply stirred the human soul; 
That little altar, on the square — 
Devotion in the open air; — 
That altar of the pioneers, 
Of fondest hopes and darkest fears; — 
That temple, in the common view, 
The first that Teuchsa Grondie knew ; 
Its high estate was now to yield, 
For chapel in the open field. 


Wee 


The poles were cut and neatly set; 
Above, in bended form, they met. 
Upon the sides and overhead,. 
The flakes of bark were neatly spread. 
The little door, in Gothic form, 
Protected from the driving storm. 
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Upon the top, arose the spire, 
And cross, for savage to admire. 
Within, the simple altar shines, 
And taste and poverty combines. 
| No golden glitter there is found, 
But flowers and evergreens abound. 
Of boughs a crucifix is made; 
A torch dispels the gloomy shade. 
Of leaves and mats the ground is spread, 
With richest plumage overhead. 
A fairy scene the whole appears; 
It deep abounds with hopes and fears: 
The faith may here its fruit display, 
Or fury sweep the whole away. 
And will Jehovah well consent, 
To dwell in such a tenement? 
He will, He will! The hut His home, 
As well as Lateran at Rome. 
In Gallic and Algonquin tongue, 
His name shall here be loudly sung, 
And wild devotion deep engage; 
Nor shall the echoes then decay, 
When Indian race shall melt away, 
But onward swell from age to age. 


Vile 
Here chants the monk his solemn prayers; 
The loud response brave Duroc bears. 
The sacred vestments for the priest, 
Are braid of bark or skin of beast; 
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Nor does the humble monk disclaim, 
The plumage of the forest game. 

The aromatic plant distills 

The incense that the chapel fills. 
From simple bread of pounded maize, 
The Host arises to the gaze, 

As lowly bows the neophyte ; 
From luscious fruit of forest vine 
Is drawn the sacramental wine: 

Imposing is the solemn rite. 
The rolling chant of Notre Dame 
May pure devotion high inflame, 

As vaulted arches loud reply; 
But service in the sylvan grove 
Bespeaks angelic strains above, 

That swell the praises of the sky. 


VII. 
The daily toils of pious Jenocaire, 
In dens of sickness and of deep despair, 
Are constant thro’ the weary year; 
Wher-e’er his care can minister relief, 
Or where a kindly word can soften grief, 
There is he found to help and cheer. 
To dying children, artful—- by disguise — 
The priest baptismal waters oft applies, 
To save them from an endless night ; 
And as the precious jewels pass away, 
From life of sorrow to eternal day, 
Rejoices with a pure delight. 
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And often sympathetic love is felt ; 
The youthful mind and heart will often melt, 

Nor grace and living faith disown ; 
But savage mind mature, is like the rock, 
That firm resists the ocean’s mighty shock ; 

To faith ancestral ever prone. 

His clinging, stubborn faith, in every ill, 
Hangs on his Okie — spirit — demon, still, 
As hangs the vine upon the oak; 

To break or bend it, is to break the man, 
And shake the independence of his clan, 

And force it to a slavish yoke. 

His sensual nature, too, his lofty pride, 
His listless indolence, would still abide, 

In dreamy, gloomy superstition ; 
From rigid morals of the monk he turns; 
The virtues of the faith severe, he spurns, 

Preferring rather dark perdition. 

To cure the sick, and sore diseases heal, 
The song and dance, and overheated zeal, 

The virtues of the cross excel; 

And feasts and incantations constant feed, 
A universal — pantheistic creed, 

And faith, and truth, and hope repel. 
Nor this is all: The solemn council sits, 
And grave and dreadful Yeast of Dreams permits, 

For earthly ills a sovereign power; 
Disorders fierce assail the frighted night, 
A frantic spirit rages with delight, 

And madness rules the midnight hour. 
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Wilt 


The necromancer, in his dreams, 
A wild supernal demon seems; 
His incantations, day and night, 
Inspire a gloomy, dread affright. 
Dark tales of woe obscurely told, 
_ Still darker scenes of woe unfold; 
And dread suspicion everywhere, 
Alarms the pious Jenocaire. 
Says Duroc: “Like to like applied, 
Shall turn the strongly setting tide ; 
Play back the role, with good intent; 
Let art supply the argument. 
Our cause demands a like condition — 
The ruse applied to superstition : 
Dispel by art these dismal scenes ; 
The end shall justify the means.” 
In secret thought the pious man, 
With eager wishes for success, 
Revolves the shrewd, unhallowed plan — 
The crooked road to righteousness. 
“Can vile deceit and fraud impair, 
The sacred bond of righteous laws, 
When thus purveyed and forced to share, 
The triumphs of a holy cause? 
I come to save from darkest woes, 
And here a hostile weapon find ; 
Why turn it not to crush the foes, 
Against the truth of God combined ? 
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The magic art, satanic dream, 

The human mind in fetters hold; 
Why practice not a kindred scheme, 

The truth of God to here unfold?” 
Thus calmly, pious Jenocaire, 

His object and the means combined ; 
Nor was it meet the world should share 

The councils of the godly mind. 
Yet worthy Duroc read, in brief, 

As reads the man of ready wit, 
The inclinations of his chief: 

He seconds well the Jesuit. 


UX. 
With solemn and majestic mien, 
The friar walks upon the green: 
He gazes at the upper air; 
He speaks to wing-ed spirits there. 
He vents a deep sepulchral moan ; 
The chapel echoes back the groan. ~ 
The altar, at the dead of night, 
Emits, unbid, mysterious light. 
The cross, as from an inward throe, 
Moves up and down and to and fro. 
The rude Madonna on the wall, 
Responsive bows to friar’s call. 
The demons, from beneath the ground, 
Send forth a dread, unearthly sound. 
Above, the spirits, on the wing, 
In sweetest notes angelic sing. 
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At night is seen the lightning’s flash, 
And loud is heard the thunder crash. 
The crafty monk with anger shakes, 
The chapel with the altar quakes: 
He loudly calls on demon world, 
To come with banners high unfurled. 
“ Hnough!” says Mus-ko-da-sa brave, 
In terror and in deep contrition; 
“From these affrights the village save ; 
Thou art the true, the great magician.” 


x. 
A sudden change was thus effected 
Upon the heathen, young and old; 
And Jenocaire they all respected, 
While he in turn was firm and bold. 
The falsity of dreams he taught, 
So oft with deep distresses fraught: 
The law of social virtue lent, 
Unnumbered vices to prevent. 
He preached against the demon feast— 
Its crimes, that sink below the beast: 
He bold condemned the festival, 
That marked the hungry cannibal. 
He firm denounced, with earnest breath, 
The cruel torture, fire and death. 
The savage race he fain would cherish, 
And lift above the beasts that perish ; 
He fain a standard high would raise, 
Of Christian faith, and hope, and praise. 


v4 
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Sal. 
Nor were these labors spent in vain; 
They modified the savage cain ; 

They shed a light upon the blind; 
And though the brute -was brutal still, 
He felt the genial dew distill 

Within his dreamy, troubled mind. 
The will, the feeling, sentiment, 
However set and firmly bent, 

Are subject to the moving power, 
That springs from deeper, wider scope 
Of mental range, and higher hope, 

In life, and in the mortal hour, 
The plastic mind of eager youth, 
Would listen to the word of truth, 

As taught or sung by Jenocaire ; 
They often to the chapel went, 

And oft their choral voices lent, 

And knelt, devout, in worship there. 
And those of still maturer years, 

Or led by hopes or gloomy fears, 


Would oft approach and often falter ; 


In doubt to: grasp the living faith 

To walk-the strait and narrow path, 
And bow before the sacred altar. 

The youthful Wa-be-no-ka, too, 

Would oft the flaming chancel view, 
With charming little Whippoorwill ; 
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Would gaze upon the solemn rite, 
And hear the earnest monk invite, 
And yet resist persuasion still. 


Fe ig te 

The powers of darkness took alarm — 

The minions of satanic beast, 
And bared a mighty, vengeful arm ; 

So thought the pious, zealous priest. 
A council Mus-ko-da-sa held ; ) 
With anger every chieftain swelled: 

“If sure destruction we delay, 

Our cherished faith has had its day ; 
And with our faith our every clan, 
Shall quickly feel the fatal ban: 

Then strike the monk, his creed efface ; 

Then strike and save our ancient race.” 


At Dis 


The holy father, calmly, saw it all, © 

For no rude terrors could his soul appall. 

His former friends their face averted now, 

And met his kindness with a frowning brow. 
The children, too, the youthful neophyte, 

His presence shunned, as if a dreaded sight. 
They poured upon him taunts and ribald jeers, 
And called on Pauguk to excite his fears. 

And yet, nor threat, or jeer, or dire menace, 
Could dim the smile on his benignant face: 
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He stood erect, alone, sublime in form, 

Like tower of strength exposed to thunder storm. 
His calmness, boldness, in the trying hour, 
Imposed an awe, as if from magic power. 
Undaunted air, amid the fearful strife, 
Subdued his foes and saved his forfeit life. 
And thus shall lofty virtue —truly grand, 

In firm integrity, forever stand ; 

Resist the wild — the overwhelming flood, 
Secure in faith and in the strength of God. 


TEUCHSA GRONDIE. 


ry CANTO. XVII. 


THE SUMMER HUNT. 


A. D. 1646. 


PREFATORY Note. Fadladeen will be remembered as the crusty 
old critic of Lalla Rookh. The Indians had no mode of computing 
time except. by the phenomena of nature. Wa-we-aw-to-nong was 
another ancient name for Teuchsa Grondie. Mich-i-saw-gye-gan, from 
which it is presumed the State of Michigan derives its name, was an 
; ancient name for Lake Michigan. The word Se-pee, standing alone, 
signified a river. Mos-ke-go Se-pee signified Marsh River, and was 
the same as the present Muskegon. Wash-bee-you was another ancient 
name for Grand River. Serpents were objects of superstitious worship 
among the Indians. It will be remembered that the little Whippoor- 
; will, who accompanied the expedition described in this Canto, was born 


at Kalamazoo, in the winter hunt of 1640, as related in the fourteenth 
Canto. a. 


ive 


[S this a legend, history, or what? 
An epic, or a narrative in rhyme? 


; The hero where, and where th’ evolving plot? 
My The unity —of action, place and time? 


To run a poem, in a general plan, 
Thro’ many ages! Actions come and go, 
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And flitting man succeeds to flitting man! 
Ah, what is this but trifling puppet show! 
Gruff Fadladeen your criticism stay: 
May not a nation play the epopee ? — 
That rises, worthy rules, and melts away ; 
That perishes in struggling to be free ? 
The tenant of the forest, in his lair, 
Is roused by footsteps of advancing foe ; 
He springs to arms, for home the worst to dare, 
‘And yet his fate is sure however slow. 
A nation, wronged by diplomatic art, 
That paris unseen, where all was 86 before, 
May act the hee play the noble part, 
May worthy strike, and fall to rise no more. 
Brave Poland, conquered, tells a bitter story; 
And Fiemcesty Aa in battle storms begot ; 
And Erin, on a thousand fields of Alou 
sel he ea men of the forest share their lot. 
Yea, worse by far. Those, live and vegetate, 
In irksome fetters, dreaming of their nation: 
While these rush onward to a darker fate, 
To sure, and swift, and dread annihilation. 
Then ye who ask, if epic, narrative, 
Historic, legend, or descriptive, call 
The muse to sing; we prompt the answer give, 
Nor this or that alone, but one and all. 


IEAES 


And now vague rumors darkly told 
Of preparations manifold, 
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Among the wrathful Iroquois, 

For distant and revengeful war. 
The singing birds the story tell, 
Of tomahawk and dreadful knell. 

The Huron and the Ottawa — 

Wa-bas-so and Tai-go-ne-ga, 

The danger snuff, upon the wind, 

And Teuchsa Grondie leave behind. 
Each had his Mohawk foeman slain, 

Beside the Thames; at Thunder Bay ; 
And guilty conscience told again, 

Of war-path and of battle fray. 
The forest wild they swiftly thread ; 

They reach the rapid Matchedash , 
They give the warning, dark and dread, 

Of rising cloud for thunder crash. 


Til. 


No savage home however rare, 
If told in legend or in song, 

Could with that charming spot compare — 
The lovely Wa-we-aw-to-nong. 

And yet, again, when summer smiled, 

And richly bloomed the forest wild, 
The hunter would the chase proclaim ; 

Would cabin home and village scorn, 

And, with his bow and pouch of corn, 
Would sally forth in quest of game. 
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ive 
“Ho, for the distant summer chase!” 
The worthy Mus-ko-da-sa cries ; — 
“The bow, the snare, the eager race: 
But first attend the sacrifice.” 
The Indian corn, that luscious grain, 
That may a thousand fold bestow ; — 
That might a famished world sustain, 
To aborigines we owe. 
To them we owe another plant, 
Which habit makes a pleasant yoke; 
A constant — welcome visitant, 
That cheers awhile and “ ends in smoke.” 
But, to propitious Manitou, 
May well arise the acrid flame 
Of wild tobacco; tribute due 
For large supply of forest game. 
The chieftain raises lofty pyre 
For sacrifice, upon the square ; 
And then, devout, apples the fire, 
Despite the frowns of Jenocaire. 


Vv. 
“Ho, for the chase,” the chief repeats: 
At once arise on every hand, 
For bold emprise and daring feats, 
Of men and youth a worthy band. 
Brave Wa-be-no-ka, first we see, 
And next, his friend, young Ta-to-kee ; 
And Whippoorwill to dress the game ; 
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The mother and her child will go, 
For none expect the skulking foe, 

And others now unknown to fame. 
Old Duroe, too, the bow would take, 

When Mus-ko-da-sa proudly led ; 
And even Jenocaire forsake: 

The Father calmly shook his head. 
A yell is heard at rising sun; 

The brief adieus are quickly told; 
The summer kunt is now begun, 

For wild adventures manifold. 


vr. 
In forest shade they disappear ; 
The village still prolongs the cheer. 

In lowland wet, in heavy swale, 

They wind along the ancient trail. 
The foliage bars the sun by day, 

And soft displays the sylvan scene ; 
At night the weary party stay, 

And rest beneath the evergreen. 
They note the flying sands of time, 

By rays that thro’ the branches creep ; 
The buds and blossoms— measured chime, 

Their monthly records faithful keep. 
Across the river, round the lake, 
Their devious way the party take. 

In vale and marsh, and over hill, 

The game invites them onward still. 
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The tangled path they often see 
Beset by limb and fall-en tree; . 
And then they pass the rolling plain, 
And then the prairie smiles again. 
No mountain range the course impedes; 
No frowning ledge debars the way; 
But fertile plain on plain succeeds, 
To feed the world in future day. 


Wear le 


The hoary elm and stately oak, 

With bannered arms against the sky, 

Invite the crashing thunder stroke, 

The sweeping wind and storm defy. 

The ash sustains the pendant vine, 

As frailty ever clings to power; 

The walnut and the somber pine 
Above the birch majestic tower. 

Like orchards of forgotten times, 

Like pleasure parks of eastern climes, 
The “Openings” of the west appear — 
The paradise of fallow deer. 

And then behold that flowery gem — 
The prairie in the forest set ; 

Of western world the diadem, 

That hunter band can n’er forget. 

The rivers in their gentle flow, 

To shady banks the coquet play ; 

On lonely vale a charm bestow, . 
And yet forever haste away. 
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The whole—a mighty hunting ground, 
That long possession sanctifies — 
Extended Mich-i-saw-gye-gan ; 
Where game and richest furs abound, 
And wild adventures oft arise ; 
The happy home of savage man. 


VIII. 
And oft is seen the Indian village — 
The huts of bark and scanty tillage ; 

Where, far sequestered and alone, 

The woes of life are rarely known. 
And then, again, in sylvan shade, 

The single cabin home is met; 
The lodge, perhaps, of renegade, 

Or surly, gloomy anchoret. 
Perhaps the hut a shelter gives, 

To wife and child in sorry plight ;— 
A band of lawless fugitives, 

With roots and fish for sagamite. 


like 
And Flora shines in native bloom, 

In every nook and sunny station — 
The handmaid of the forest gloom, 

In this fair field of -vegetation. 
Viola smiles in purple hue, 

The primrose from the winter peeps ; 
The crocus laughs in deepest blue, 

The myrtle on the prairie creeps. 
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The snowdrops, early spring, awake ; 
The daisy opes at morning ray ; 
The lily skirts the wizard lake; 
The buttercups their gold display. 
The amaranth eternal springs, 
Of love the honeysuckle tells; 
The cowslip bold its blossom flings, 
The foxglove by the streamlet dwells. 
‘Though sickly, oft, the forest queen, 
And Flora seems as if astray ; 
She yet adorns the sylvan scene, 
And roses crown the bright array. 


exes 


In such a paradise, the game, 
Of every species, every name, 
Was quickly found, on every hand, 
To rich reward the hunter band. 
The speckled trout, the streamlet lends, 
The perch and pike, the river yields; 
The muskrat on his hut depends, 
Artistic dam the beaver shields. 
The lazy badger. oft 1s seen ; 
The hare, beneath the shady leaf; 
The artful, cautious wolverine; 
The crafty fox, a very thief. 
The porcupine the prairie shares, 
The wolf presents a surly face ; 
In majesty the bear appears, 
The antlered buck in lofty grace. | 
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The panther glares upon the tree, 
Behind the log the weasel peeps; 
The squirrel chatters in his glee, 
The noble elk in grandeur leaps. 
The partridge drums upon the log, 
The duck upon the lake is seen; 
The heron struts beside the bog, 
The quail beneath the evergreen. 
With crest erect the turkey glides; 
The vulture flaps his heavy wings ; 
The fisher guards the river sides; 
The mockingbird derisive sings. 
The owl, by night, the better sees; 
The robin early morning greets; 
The pigeon darts among the trees, 
The bees extract their flowery sweets. 
The eagle, high, a monarch soars, 
The hawks their airy circles fill ; 
The nightingale his music pours ; 
And, nightly, charms the whippoorwill. 


XI. 


In such a wilderness of game, 
In such a floral temple wild, 
‘The chase was sought with loud acclaim, 
And flying weeks and months beguiled. 
The little Whippoorwill could spring 
The artful net, deceitful snare; 
And Ta-to-kee the elk would try ; 
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And Wa-be-no-ka from the string, 
Would arrow send to surly bear; 
And bring the eagle from the sky. 
While stratagem and cunning art 
Would oft the richest fruits bestow ; 
The wily game could play its part, 
At times, as well as hunter foe. 
Old Mus-ko-da-sa took his ease, 
But well enjoyed the daring feat; 
And while success would always please, 
He shrugged his shoulders at defeat. 
The party scoured the distant plain, 
And many trophies could they boast — 
The proudest of the wide domain ; 
While many noble ones were lost. 
And Wa-won-ais-sa, as of yore, 
Her weary guests to entertain, 
Prepared the daily sagamite ; 
She dried the meat for winter store, 
And packed it; then, in thrilling strain, 
She played the nightingale at night. 
And Wa-be-no-ka, day by day, 
A kindly office to fulfill, 
The choicest piece would often lay 
Before his little Whippoorwill. 


xXeieie. 


Nor, in the hunter’s happy lot, 
Were myths and jeebi train forgot. 
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In beast, and bird, and lake and tree, 
The savage could a spirit see; 
And in the bow and arrow true, 
Auspicious okie sprung to view. 
In universal plan, unfurled, 
He saw a pantheistic world. 
To serpent race was always due, 
The worship of the Manitou. 
Did watersnake beside the bog, 
Appear to wait the silly frog; 
Did massasauga, "neath the brake, 
His forky tongue in anger shake ; 
Did king of serpents terror sing — 
A warning to the stranger fling, 
With arching neck, and flashing eye, 
The rash intruder flerce defy — 
And quick for deadly spring prepare ; 
The savage would arrest his way, 
His deep devotion there would pay, 
And every injury forbear. 


neh ls 

And thus the roving hunter band, 
Prolong the chase thro’-out the land ; 

Till autumn, in its golden sear, 

Bespeaks the desert winter near. 
They pass the Mos-ke-go Se-pee, 

They camp upon the Wash-bee-you ; 
The mirage stream they often see — 

The limpid Kik-a-la-ma-zoo, 
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Nor do they miss the lovely spot 

Where mound is seen. The winter chill, 
In scanty hut, is n’er forgot — 

The birth-place of the Whippoorwill. 
They gather flowers upon the plain, 

That on the lofty mound they spread; 
And sorrow gushes forth again, 

In recollection of the dead. 


DU Wie 


“ For home,” brave Wa-be-no-ka cries, 
“'T’o place the meat in winter store; 
Inclement are the angry skies, 
The pleasant summer hunt is o’er.” 
For home they start with one consent, 
Before the winter storms assail ; 
Ere comes the biting, frosty air; 
Before the snow is on the plain: 
In single file their course is bent, 
Upon the well trod Indian trail; 
And soon will Teuchsa Grondie fair, 
Receive her hunter band again. 


CAN T.O axryi TUT 


THE EMBASSY. 


A. D. 1649. 


PREFATORY Nore. In the war of the Iroquois against the Hu- 
rons in 1649, a tribe dwelling near Niagara was induced by the former 
to remain neutral, and hence, was afterwards called the Neutral Nation. 

Ish-ko-dah signified fiery. Kah-gah-gee, black. Sub-be-kah, the 
spider. Pez-he-kee, the bison. Ko-ko-ko-ho, the owl. Che-to-waik, 
the ployer. Shau-go-dah, a boasting coward. Ken-na-beck, the ser- 


pent. Kenet, the great war eagle. 
Ho-dé-no-sau-nee was the confederate name of the Iroquois. 
Detroit sunsets, in clear weather, are celebrated for their beauty and 


splendor. 


Ie 


social life, the secret foe, 
-. By every act and look is read; 
His presence, whereso-e’er we go, 
Inspires at once the secret dread. 
Though gracious be his every word, 
With lowly bow and smiling air, 
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We yet instinctively record 

The crafty serpent lurking there. 
And though his mien be free and bold, 

Without a sign of false pretense, 
We yet instinctively withhold 

The thing he seeks— our confidence. 
And so with nations. Intercourse 

May courtly phrases interlace, 
And blandishments bestow, per force, 

With smiling, condescending grace: 
And to the inattentive eye, 

A calm the surface may bespeak ; 
And yet a hurricane be nigh, 

That soon upon the world shall break. 
The wise detects deceitful snare; 

He looks beneath the courtly form; 
He snuffs the lightning in the air,— 

Prepares to meet the rising storm. 


digi 


To wide amalgamation due, 
Among the distant Huron nation, 
Was soon displayed the Celtic hue, 
Tn blood and faith and social station. 
In spite of endless, bitter strife, 
For daily comfort simply told, 
In every hut and every place ; 
The freedom of the forest life, 
With hunger, want and piercing cold, 
Had charms for the Caucasian race. 
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The kindly, social, cheerful French, 
Who would the savage life retrench, 

And deep remold the savage man; 
Themselves were molded to the cast 
Of savage type, for ages past, 

As seen in roving forest clan. 
And now, as distant echoes came, 

Of Mohawk spirit in a flame, 

For vengeance of the Iroquois; 
And skulking warfare was begun; 
The Huron and the French were one, 

With ever friendly Ottawa. 


Table 
The singing birds the tidings bring, 
Of threatened war, upon the wing; 

Nor do the summer hunters fail 

To trace the foeman on the trail. 
Behind the dusky forest green, 
The skulking foe is often seen: 

The cuckoo sounds the fierce alarm ; 

The pappoose dreads the coming storm, 
“ A council!” cries Tai-go-ne-ga ; 

“For danger sure is drawing nigh; ” 
“Yea,” says Wa-bas-so— Ottawa, 

“The tints of blood are in the sky.” 
The messenger is light and fleet; 

The scattered towns obey the call ; 
The chiefs and aged sachems meet, 

To calm advise, in council hall. 
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Each one proclaims approaching war, 
From terror-dealing Iroquois; 

Nor will the vengeful foeman wait: 
The embassy at once to send, 
For worthy allies, all commend, 

To Teuchsa Grondie on the strait. 
The suffrage names the Ottawa; 
And with him brave Tai-go-ne-ga ; 

A. third — ambitious Kan-ne-tow: 
The Jesuits their office play, 
And name the father Bourdelais, 

Who shall the danger undergo. 
The sack of corn, the scrap of meat, 
The quiver and the bow, complete 

The luggage for the land afar ; 
But tomahawks in crimson dye, 
And purple war-belts lifted high, 

Shall challenge to the bloody war. 


VE 


A southern course at first they take, 
Towards the Ca-da-ra-qui lake ; 
And then towards that plunging flood, 
The dreadful Hé-no’s dark abode. 
The maple, beach, and stately elm, 
And ash, compose the forest realm. 
The deep, unbounded twilight shade, 
Might well afford an ambuscade. 
Extended circuit thus they try, 
To seek a friendly, firm ally: 
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A kindred clan of Huron race, 
Perhaps would Huron cause embrace. 
But, long before, had Iroquois 
Denounced exterminating war, 
Against whoever should maintain 
The Huron, or his belt retain. 
This kindred clan could favor either, 
From its commanding, central station ; 
It firm resolved to favor neither, 
And. hence, was called the Neutral Nation. 


Vv. 


In sorrow, but without delay, 
The Huron party haste away, 
Still hoping for the best: 
They loud exclaim, “ Be peaceful still; 
We go to those that can and will; 
And cowards they detest.” 
Upon the ancient trail they press, 
Through an unbroken wilderness ; 
Lake Erie’s waves they hear: 
They reach a river of renown; 
Beyond, that celebrated town — 
Fair Teuchsa Grondie near. 
To evening sky the sun is fled; 
He pours his beams of fiery red, 
That one celestial glory shed, 
Above, and far and wide: 
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The forest green — a living mass, 
The clouds, that richest gold surpass, 
The river, like that “Sea of glass,” 
The glory may divide. 
The central ball is lost to view; 
The clouds are turned to purple hue; 
Conflagrant skies are bathed anew, 
As in an ocean flood: 
Who can behold this bright array — 
This gorgeous scene of setting day, 
And not his deep devotions pay 
To Majesty of God? 


AF RS 


As early morning beams arise, 
The skiff across the river flies: 
The town receives the embassy 
With open hospitality. 
The Jesuit, in any sphere, 
Well knows his brother pioneer ; 
And Bourdelais and Jenocaire, 
At once the closest friendship share. 
Old Duroc sings and dances bold, 
Another Frenchman to behold. 
And Mus-ko-da-sa freely sends 
His greeting to Wa-bas-so brave ; 
And Wa-be-no-ka kindly speaks — 
Tai-go-ne-ga, the worthy still: 
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And every host an effort lends, 
To free access, the way to pave; 
And each the stranger’s comfort seeks ; 
Above the rest the Whippoorwill. 


VII. 
~ Says Mus-ko-da-sa, “ Let the call 
Go forth to sachems, one and all, 

To meet upon the public square, 

To hold a solemn council there; 
This worthy embassy from far, 
Would speak to us of coming war; 

They would a question advocate, 

Of deepest moment to the state.” 
Throughout the town the heralds go; 
The sign, a bloody hatchet, show: 

The chiefs and sachems understand, 

And soon obey the high command. 
The fiery warrior Ish-ko-dah 

Is coming with black Kah-gah-gee ; 
The spider chieftain — Sub-be-kah, 

With lordly bison — Pez-he-kee. 
Sage Ko-ko-ko-ho rolls his eyes, 

And comes with quiet Che-to-waik ; 
Loud Shau-go-dah the foe defies, 

And comes with serpent Ken-na-beck. 
And Wa-be-no-ka proudly meets 

With seignior chiefs of mighty name ; 
These, stately Mus-ko-da-sa greets, 

With others now unknown to fame. 
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Around the maple, on the square, 
The council meet in open air. 
The embassy the center hold; 
Concentric circles these infold, 
And all are seated on the grass; 
The oldest form the inner class: 
Hach sachem.gravely smokes his pipe ; 
In prudence and in wisdom ripe. 
And round about a motley crew, 
Of boys and girls, and dandies too ; 
In paint and plumage — bright array, 
As if adorned for festal day. 
And Wa-won-ais-sa, too, is there, 
Of every movement anxious still; 
For she the griefs of war must share, 
With charming little Whippoorwill, 
The embassy their friends address, 
Each speaker rising in his place, 
In loud and wild — vehement strain ; 
The common danger they impress, 
On ever proud Algonquin race ; 
United action they maintain. 


TAI-GO-NE-GA. 


A common foe, my brethren, calls us here ; 
A. cause, to us —to you —to freedom dear. 
Confederate foes provoke a groundless war ; 
Ye know them well, ambitious Iroquois. 
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With sway and vast dominion not content, 
They would subdue and rule the continent. 
If in a manly struggle we shall fall, 
Triumphant foes will soon envelop all. 
Your far-famed Teuchsa Grondie, in its turn, 
Her people slaughtered, will in fury burn; » 
A. desolation wide be made: 
For mother’s, children’s, people’s, freedom’s sake, 
This purple belt, this bloody hatchet take: 
The gallant French will give us aid. 


WA-BAS-SO. 
My brothers; hated Iroquois 
Would every cabin home destroy : 
His deep, revengeful, fiery hate, 
Towards our race, can n’er abate; 
And I return, with firmest will, 
Whatever hatred can distill. 
I hate him whereso-e’er I go ; 
TI long to deal the deadly blow. 
The prisoner, too, shall suffer death, 
By fiercest tortures we can wage; 
Oh, could we lengthen out his breath, 
And make him groan a dying age! 
But this, with you, is not our end; 
No hatred can a race defend: 
A firm alliance we bespeak; 
Strong arms and numbers here we seek. 
Take up the hatchet, let it tell; 
A foe shall die with every yell. 
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KAN-NE-TOW. 

Yea, brothers, fathers! every throw 

Of tomahawk, in bloody strife, 
Shall bring detested foemen low; 

We then will ply the scalping knife. 
And when the victory is won, 

When beaten foe at last retires; 
Upon the war-path we will run, 

And wrap his home in vengeful fires. 


BOURDELAIS. 


My friends and brothers dear; I would maintain © 
The peace of God throughout His wide domain. 
Our calling this: Te reconcile the world 

To Him our sacred banner is unfurled ; 

But when shall come the fearful war-whocp yell, 
As now dark rumors — indications tell, 

We must declare for God and sacred right, 
And them alone; yea, we must nobly fight. 
The Briton is behind the Iroquois; — 

The skeptic faith, in his relentless war ; — 
The foes, to Huron race and holy cross, 

That should be purged away as useless dross. 
Our cause is just. Nor can we fear alarm, 

If once sustained by your avenging arm. 

Take then the hatchet; let the war-whoop ring: 
Your safety calls, and war is on the wing. 
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They cease: The hatchet, crimson red, 
Is hurled upon the ground; 
And smothered murmurs, deep and dread, 
Would every foe confound. 
But tho’ each soul for vengeance cries, 
Each face is calmly set; ; 
And graceful clouds of smoke arise 
From every calumet. 
“ Adjourn the council,” loud proclaims 
The fiery Ish-ko-dah ; 
“To-morrow each his answer frames, 
For peace or furious war.” 
The great war eagle, bold kenet, 
Is circling high in common view ; 
And Wa-won-ais-sa wild displays 
A deep alarm in every gaze. 


ne 

Again the solemn council meet; 

Again the embassy they greet. 
Response is made in short addresses. 
Each chief, in turn, his mind expresses. 


MUS-KO-DA-SA, 


Speak freely, but with calm debate; 

Let prudence guide this act of state. 
If cause exists we take the gage, 
A fierce, relentless war to wage. 
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To me, no cause the hatchet craves, 
Against Ho-déno-sau-nee braves ; 
Should war arise from mere dislike ? 
If we assail, they will return; 
Perhaps our ancient village burn: 
"Tis not at us they boldly strike. 


KAH-GAH-GEE. 
To help a friend is always well; 
Nor should alliance be forgot, 
Against the future — trying hour; 
I bravely go if you compel, 
But clearly think we better not 
Upon us bring a dreaded power. 


PEZ-HE-KEE, 
Suppose the Huron nation fall, 

And thus our war-path briefly end ; 
Who then shall here, among us all, 

Our homes and families defend ? 


SHAU-GO-DAH. 
J, I will do it; show me where 
The foeman skulks, of any land; 
And I his scalp will quickly tear, 
Yea, dozens, with a single hand. 


KO-KO-K0-HO. 
Ko-ho ! — before the war’s begun, 
The loudest, fiercest to exclaim, 
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Are oft the very first to run — 
Are often lost to every shame. 


CHE-TO-W AIK. 


‘We oft have heard of Iroquois; 

They w’er respect the sacred right ; 
The war-path bold they push afar ; 

The flames and torture their delight. 
Their rumored foray, far and wide, 

That soon will make the forest ring, 
We too, alas, may here abide, 

Unless defiance now we fling. 


KEN-NA-BEOCK. 


Defiance, yes; nor longer stay ; 
Let every gallant Chippeway 

Assist the Huron, Ottawa, 

Against the grasping Iroquois. 
Come, worthy braves of Wyandot; 
Come fierce Miami; cast your lot, 

In this defensive preparation, 

To guard the kindred Huron nation. 


SUB-BE-KAH. 
Nor guard alone; if now awake, 
We may a signal vengeance take 
Upon hereditary foe ; 
Suppose we have not felt his arra, 
He now excites a just alarm ; 
Strike, friends, or dread a deeper woe. 


THE EMBASSY. yell 


ISH-KO-DAH. 
Like hungry wolves, to fierce devour, 
I see that proud confederate power 
Around our homes and nation lower; 
A. bold, a brave, but murd’rous band: 

Then seize the hatchet, lying there ; 
Let war songs rend the frighted air; 
Eternal friendship let us swear, 

Against whoever dare withstand. 


WA-BE-NO-KA. 
Too young am I to raise my voice; 
Too young opinions now to hold; 
And yet I have a lively choice ; 
Impending danger I behold. 
I long the war song loud to sing; 
I long to yell the whoop of war; 
I long the tomahawk to fling ; 
I long to scalp an Iroquois. 


IS 


The sitting council, deeply stirred, 
Ts yet as calm as summer day ; 
Nor yet the firm response is heard, 
Although each look forbids delay. 
The belt old Mus-ko-da-sa takes ; 
He hangs it on the maple tree ; 
Suppressed applause the silence breaks ; 
The bond of friendship all can see. 
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He takes the hatchet, calm, severe ; 
He hurls it in the upper air; 
Auspicious omens quickly cheer, 
Keneti, observant, circles there. 
The war-whoop rings in wildest yell; 
The village hears the deafening roar, 
The forest echoes back the swell; 
Responsive sounds the distant shore. 
The war-path shall its terror lend; 
The chiefs will soon obey the call; 


‘But who shall cabin homes defend, 


When Iroquois upon them fall ? 
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A. D. 1649. 


PREFATORY NoTE _ Ithacus, see book twenty-first of the Odyssey. 
Saw-saw-quan, a fierce and stirring war cry. O-nun-da-no-ga or O-nun- 
da-ga-o-no-ga, now Onondaga. The Se-pee Qua-to-gie, the river Huron. 
Chi-ga-gou, now Chicago, a meadow of leeks and wild onions. Ca-ne- 
ra-ghick, another name for the same place. Mis-chi-go-nong, another 
Indian name for Lake Michigan. IIl-i-nou-ack, another name for the 
same lake. Chic-ta-ghick was an Indian name for the Illinois nation, 
which was very powerful before and at the date of this Canto. 
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ARK rumors of a coming war 

Are rife in anxious cabin shades ; 
In frightful dreams, the Iroquois 

Spring, yelling from their ambuscades. 
How frail, as a protecting shield, 

The hut a breath may sweep away, 
Against the foes that terror wield — 

That glory in the night foray! 
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How shall the mother, wife, pappoose, 
Be guarded from the tomahawk, 
When fiends their vengeance shall unloose, 
And midnight horrors grimly. walk? 
Fear not; let wildest foe beset — 
Inspire his every dread alarm, 
A demon purpose to fulfill; 
His every onset shall be met 
By Wa-be-no-ka’s manly arm, 
When guided by his Whippoorwill. 


Es 


The friendly, firm alliance made, 
Tai-go-ne-ga, in forest shade, 
Is quickly lost to view; 
He goes to meet the thunder crash, 
That glooms above the Matchedash 
Like angry Manitou. 
The pressing danger still demands 
The help of other warrior bands. 
Far west, towards the evening beams, 
Towards the happy land of dreams, 
The Chic-ta-ghick — the Ilinois, 
Have felt the wrath of Iroquois. 
The Mohawk, on the western plain, 
His worthy foe has often slain; 
And chieftains of the prairie wait, 
In vengeance to retaliate. 
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The hunters of the buffalo, 
In dangers manifold, 
Can bend the strong, unerring bow, 
Like Ithacus of old. 
“'The allied forces to augment, 
Let embassy at once be sent,” 
Wa-bas-so firm declares ; 
“Then in the fiery battle fray, 
The four-fold cord shall win the day; 
Then meet us he who dares.” 
“No time to lose,” says Kan-ne-tow ; 
“T with Wa-bas-so freely go; 
Come, worthy Che-to-waik:” 
The three are soon upon the way; 
And Jenocaire, without dismay, 
The trip will undertake. 


IEA 


The ancient path they rapid trace ; 


They thread the Se-pee Qua-to-gie: 


The Kik-a-la-ma-zoo they pass, 


The broad Mis-chi-go-nong they see. 


They push along the sandy shore ; 
The crystal waves are at their feet, 
With gentle, but a constant roar; 


’ The water fowl their coming greet. 


To left is an unbounded plain ; 
A waste of waters at the right; 
Each, like the mighty ocean main: 


The true sublime they both excite. 


23 


3846 TEUCHSA GRONDIE. 


A meadow springs upon the view ; 

A sluggish stream the eye bespeaks ; — 
The place of onions — Chi-ga-gou, — 

The Ca-ne-ra-ghick — place of leeks. 
A bed of grass they soon prepare ; 

The sun displays his setting beams; 
And soon, to drowsy Jenocaire, 

The future springs in pleasant dreams. — 


CHI-GA-GOU. 


DREAM OF JENOCAIRE. 
I 
Beside the Il-i-nou-ack maia.— 
The river’s gentle swell, 
From lonely cabin on the plain, 
The magic city springs amain, 
Without a parallel. 


2. 
Within the space of fifty years — 
The story seems a jest, 
As growing greatness onward steers, 
She proudly stands without compeers 
In all the mighty West. 


3. 
Although in marshy prairie set, 
Her dwellings firmly stand ; 
And lofty spire and minaret 
Arise —a gorgeous coronet, 
And blaze on every hand. 
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The riches of the mighty West 
Flow through her golden gate ; 
The Hast returns the rich bequest ; 
While spacious magazines attest, 
That she is truly great. 


5. 


Her active people never tire, 
They seem upon the run; 
They risk, and lose, and then acquire ; 
Their swelling babel they admire ; 
They think it just begun. 


6. 


The Ill-i-nou-ack flood they draw, 
Sweet fountains to create ; — 

The dreamer hears a whistling car ; 

He wakes—amid a gusty flaw: 
The place is desolate. 


Vie 


The party leave the Chi-ga-gou; 
Again their onward way pursue. 
A narrow portage soon they pass, 
Amid the wild and tangled grass. 
The Illinois is at their feet, 
Its gentle banks they rapid thread ; 
The gull and duck their coming greet ; 
No skulking foe is there to dread. 
They note the vast — unbounded plain, 
Fit emblem of the ocean main. 
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Itself an ocean; firmly set, 
Before upheaved the mountains yet ;— 
Before, to sovereign fiat due, 
The waters from the land withdrew. 
And still its restless waves. appear, 
In rolling swell, to persevere ; 
As loth to leave chaotic state, 
And reign of darkness abdicate. 
The distant plains, to dazzled eye, 
Beneath the rising sun, 
Are mingled with the azure sky, 
As if the two were one. 
The glories of the setting day, 
As on the ocean swell, 
Upon enraptured vision play ; 
Enchanting is the spell. 
Here bison, elk, and stag are found, 
The hunter to inflame; 
And birds of richest plumes abound ; — 
A. paradise for game. 
From soil, to swelling bounty wed, 
Spontaneous verdure teems ; 
Wild flowers the richest fragrance shed, 
As in the land of dreams. 
The cabins on the grassy plain, 
In graceful form arise ; 
A proof to frost and driving rain, 
And of an ample size. 
“Great God!” says pious Jenocaire, 
“ Oh, lend a listening ear! 
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Let this fair land thy blessing share ; 
Oh, plant thy standard here!” 


v. 

The manly, stately Chic-ta-ghick, 

Magnanimous as nobly braye, 
Despising forms of rhetoric, 

A welcome to the stranger gave. 
The embassy at once appear 

Before the council of the state; 
The chiefs and sachems calmly hear 

The strong appeal, the fierce debate. 
Brave Che-to-waik in one address, 

The stern Wa-bas-so in another, 
Maintain, with lofty manliness, 

The sacred claims of friend and brother. 
“The fierce, ambitious Iroquois — 

The common foe of all our race, 
Proclaim a war of deadly hate, 
Assail the friends we dearly cherish ; 
Come, ever fearless Illinois, 
A common cause let all embrace ; 
Come, join the chieftains of the strait, 
Or one and all must quickly perish.” 


wats 
The Chic-ta-chicks at once reply, 
By worthy chief Ni-kan-no-kee ; 
The bloody hatchet flames on high, 
As fiercely speaks Ki-san-ko-see. 
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NI-KAN-NO-KEE. 


We hate him, for we know him well; 
His war-path, here, has often led ; 
Here oft has rung his war-whoop yell; 
And for the future still we dread. 
Shall we his high permission ask, 
To hunt the bison on the plain? 
Na, na! at once throw off the mask; 
Revenge the chieftains he has slain. 


KI-SAN-KO-KEE. 


Our brothers; — Huron, Ottawa; 

And ye of Teuchsa Grondie fair; 
We here defy the Iroquois; 

We hurl the hatchet in the air. 
He strikes at the Algonquin race ; 

He would usurp the mighty West; 
The firm alliance we embrace ; 

His boasted empire we contest. 
The gage of battle here we fling, 

Against the proud confederate ; 
Of war-whoop shall the forest ring ; 

The torture glut our deepest hate. 
To conquest, too, we shall aspire; 

We stop not on the Matchedash; 
O-nun-da-no-ga council fire 


Shall hear the mighty thunder crash. 
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‘THE CALUMET DANCE. 
The war declared, the wampum belt 
An ever worthy present makes; 
War’s vengeful spirit wide is felt, 
Earth with the yell of battle quakes. 
And now, alliance to attest, 
And compliment the stranger guest, 
The dance, beneath the forest shade, 
Shall lend its solemn masquerade. 
Each chieftain bears a calumet: 
To this, is hung the eagle’s crest ; 
Of that, dark bruin’s claws partake ; 
Here, pends the horn of buffalo: 
To that, the jaw of wolf is set; 
Here, graceful swings the hornet’s nest ; 
There, gleams the skin of rattlesnake ; 
And here, the scalp of slaughtered foe. 
Upon the central mat is placed 
An image of the Manitou; 
The calumet, with weapons graced, 
Beside it stands in public view. 
The singers mount the lofty stand ; 
The people, seated, all are mute; 
Each chieftain takes the pipe in hand, 
And all, the Manitou salute. 
Now each, in turn, as music swells, 
Fantastic whirls the giddy round; 
In wild contortions each excels, 
And wildest echoes fierce resound. 
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Ki-san-ko-see, in solemn mood, 
Presents the trophy to the sun ;— 

The pledge of common brotherhood, 
Then passes 1t to every one. 

With hatchet now, Ni-kan-no-kee 
The sacred calumet assails ; 

And yet, before Ki-san-ko-see 
With calumet, the hatchet quails. 

On high, the chief, the trophy raises ; 
Defiance hurls to every foe; 

In loudest strain the victor praises, 
Then hands the pipe to Kan-ne-tow. 


THE BUFFALO HUNT. 


-The sun is set. The evening star, 

Above, a blazing sapphire seems ; 
It smiles upon that land afar — 

That happy home, the land of dreams. 
"Tis morn: The sun is all aglow; 

And far is heard, by wakeful men, 
The bellow of the buffalo, 

The cackle of the prairie hen. 
A. drove of bison on the plain 

Is quickly seen by one and all; 
And who can now the chase refrain ? 

Or who resist the leader’s call ? 
To right, leads forth, Ni-kan-no-kee, 

His file a lengthened circuit goes ; 
The like, to left, Ki-san-ko-see ; 

The herd of bison they inclose. 
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The sparks are flung to withered grass, 
And soon in blazing circle flame ; 
One only space is left to pass, 


And there the hunter waits the game. 


Fierce yells around the circle rise, 

And then begins the rapid race; 
The buffalo in terror flies, 

And wildly seeks the open space. 
His bellow echoes through the air, 

He tosses high his shaggy main ; 
Let none his savage fury dare ; 

He madly plunges o’er the plain. 
They swiftly fiee the burning grass ; 
They rush along the narrow pass; 

And there, from cautious ambuscade, 

A frightful havoc soon.is' made. 
The arrow and the flying lance, 

The glories of the chase enhance ; 
The tomahawk and scalping knife, 
Are reeking from the bloody strife. 


ated 
The prairie hunt its danger brings; 
Despair may then avail; 
The wounded bison terror flings, . 
To those who dare assail. 
An arrow stings a tender part; 
The brute, with rolling eyes, 
And reckless from the fiery smart, 
At hunter chieftain files. 
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Fly, fly, for life! Ni-kan-no-kee ; 
Nor for a moment turn to see 

The fury on thy track; 
The hunter flies with lightning speed ; 
He quickly turns; ah, feat indeed ; 

He springs to bison’s back. 
The monster, reckless of his course, 
In rage exhausts his mighty force ; 

The rider fiercely yells; 
One hand is anchored in the hair, 
The other swings the knife in air; 

The deadly weapon tells. 
In such exhaustive, rapid race, 
When life is rushing out apace, 

No contest can be long; 
The bison sinks upon the plain, 
Triumphant yells resound again : 

The two shall live in song, 


THE PRAIRIE DANCE, 


The beeves a royal feast afford, 
And all partake with one accord. 
_ Around the luscious sagamite, 

The chiefs their tales of war recite. 
And while the necromancers joke, 
And sachems gravely, wisely smoke, 

And all is life and happy glee; 
“ Ho, for the dance, the prairie dance, 
The great occasion to enhance :” 

Aloud exclaims Ki-san-ko-see. 
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The valiant chiefs the movement lead ; 
The call unnumbered thousands heed. 
They march upon the level plain ; 
Aloud resounds the wild refrain. 
The evening sun pours back his fires; 
And Saw-saw-quan, the step inspires. 
With one consent, and to and fro, 
Away the vast assembly go. 
And up and down, and here and there, 
With yell and shriek, they wildly tear. 
The paint and plumage, blazing high, 
Throw back the glories of the sky. 
The echoes of the deafening roar, 
Like billows on the distant shore, 
Are heavy, solemn, dread ; 
Or like the mighty thunder crash, 
When volleyed lightnings rend the ash, 
And desolation spread. 
To pious, thoughtful Jenocaire, 
As fierce the action. grew, 
Legions of devils reveled there, ° 
And hell had sprung to view. 


VIII. 
Again, the morning sun displays, 
Renewal of his setting rays; 
And loud declares brave Kan-ne-tow, 
“Our country calls, and we must go.” 
“ Adieu,” exclaims Ki-san-ko-see ; 


“We follow,” says Ni-kan-no-Kee. 
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Of cheerful mien and lightsome heart, 
The embassy at once depart. 

They quick repass the mighty plain; 

The I1li-nou-ack smiles again. 
They pass the meadow, Chi-ga-gou ; 
The river Kik-a-la-ma-zoo. 

They stop to spend a chilly night, 

Where oaks and evergreens invite. 
Without a fire, upon the ground, 
They lonely sit; the shades around. 


TENG. 


From first to last, in all the weary way, 
Had Jenocaire endured contempt and jeer; 
He now withdrew, in quiet shade to pray, 
Where none but God could lend a list’ning ear. 
As fervent spirit rose to throne of grace, 
Insensibly the flying moments passed ; 
And deeper still the shadows grew apace, 
Till one dark veil upon the land was cast. 
He seeks the way, again, for safe return ; 
To walk he dare not and he tries to creep; 
If loud he calls, the chiefs the call will spurn ; 
And yet he calls: The chiefs are fast asleep. 
He wanders on; he wanders far astray ; 
No hope is left upon the desert plain ; 
He falls asleep; the spirit wings its way; 
The worthy priest is never seen again. 
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Farewell, old friend: We leave thee with a sigh; 

_ Thy faithful order shall thy fame prolong ; 

By thee, no place was shunned, in which to die; 
Thy many signal virtues live in song. 
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A. D. 1649. 


PREFATORY Norte. The Indian word We-koon-de-win signified a 
fast, which lasted from five to ten days, and to which the young men 
subjected themselves, in search of their guardian genius for after life, 
before assuming the character and the duties of manhood. A portrayal is 
here attempted of some of the hallucinations and frightful visions of that 
terrible ordeal. Young Ta-to-kee seems to have had therein a presenti- 
ment of his early death, which took place soon after, as related in the 
twenty-second Canto. 


ie 


WITHOUT the pious Jenocaire, 
The homeward way the party hold; 
And soon, at Teuchsa Grondie fair, 
The grand result is quickly told. 
“ How could the priest be led astray?” 
Enquires the doubting Bourdelais, 
Suspicious of a secret foe ; 


WE-KOON-DE-WIN. 


But fiercely rings the saw-saw-quan, 
And loudly swells, from man to man — 

“Brave hunters of the buffalo! ” 
And Mus-ko-da-sa, Che-to-waik, 

A solemn festival would make, 

To polish bright the friendly chain; 
But brave Wa-bas-so, Kan-ne-tow, 

To Matchedash at once must go, 

The first rude onset to sustain. 
“Ho, follow soon,” they loud exclaim ; 
“Ere long shall war-fires boldly flame 

Against the threatening Iroquois; 
And with you bring that doughty foe, 
That lays the mighty bison low — 

The prairie roaming I[linois.” 
Away, away: In bark canoe, 

They shoot across the sweeping tide ; 
They wave the hand —a kind adieu; 

The deadly issue they abide. 


Ti. 


In future years, behind the veil, 

That slow recedes as we advance, 
What unknown sorrows may assail ! 
What unknown destiny bechance ! 
The present time alone is ours; 

No future moment we command ; 
And yet the mind to hid-den powers 

Will fondly stretch imploring hand. 
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How oft, in life’s uncertain way, 
The merest luck or accident 
Will turn our footsteps far astray, 
Or lead them to a high ‘ascent. 
Upon a few, or good or vile, 
A guardian angel seems to smile; 
On others, demon spirits frown, 
And dark misfortune drags them down. 


II. 
Young Wa-be-no-ka now aspires 

To worthy manhood; to begin 
Heroic life. Ambition fires 

His soul to hold We-koon-de-win. 
Nor would his friend, young Ta-to-kee, 

That solemn rite —the fast evade; 
Each would his guardian spirit see — 

Invoke his talismanie aid. 
Beside an ancient burial mound, 

Within the sombre forest shade, 
Where ghosts and flitting sprites abound, 

Two little huts of bark are made. 
And there, in torture, day and night, 

The tenant, with his blackened face 
Must firm deny his appetite, 

And frightful visions calm embrace. 
His flagging spirits to maintain, 

The father, mother, often cheers, 
Until the final point he gain — 

Till happy augury appears. 
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To shrink unmanly from the rite — 
To falter in the trying hour, 

Is burning — deep disgrace to slight, 
And bold defy the guardian power. 


Tver 

Eight days of hunger, firmly told, 
To famished Ta-to-kee unfold 

His fetich token true; 
And Wa-be-no-ka nine essays, 
Before his vision clear displays 

The guardian Manitou. 
The trial o’er, the food is lent, 
To fevered, reeling abstinent ; 

At first in slow degree ; 
Least quick reaction’s rising swell, 
In overwhelming madness tell 

Upon the devotee. 
From day to day the strength returns, 
While new-born fervor hotly burns; 

Escaped from youthful ban ; 
The many friends congratulate ; 
The boy is now the chieftain’s mate ; 

He feels himself a man. 
Now stirring war-song he may sing ; 
Defiance to the foeman fling ; 

In council hold the sway; 
He now may challenge fiercest war ; 
Yea, now may fight the Iroquois, 

In battle’s dread array. 


24. 
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Vv. 


As calm descending summer sun 
Behind the western main was lost ; 
And lovely evening shades begun — 
Fair Teuchsa Grondie’s constant boast ; 
The manly Wa-be-no-ka sat 
With brother chieftain Ta-to-kee, 
To have a pleasant social chat, 
Beneath the charming maple tree. 
The gentle river swept along; 
Refreshing was the evening breeze ; 
Dame nature breathed in purest song: 
A paradise must always please. 
As often told by Jossakeed, 
Above that river, fairy train 
Had danced in airy, whirling speed, 
With Michabou and chieftain slain. 
And soon the conversation turns 
Upon the dread We-koon-de-win ; 
When fancy, heated, fiercely burns, 
And okies gibber, demons grin. 


TA-TO-KEE. 


The second day, the gnawing pain 

Of hunger would a breach constrain ; 
And yet in silence, on the mat, 
With firm resolve, I calmly sat. 

In dreamy mood I lightly slept; 

I saw a stone that slowly crept: 
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Nor genius that; nor would it stay ; 
Like stupid frog it crawled away. 


WA-BE-NO-KA, 
Beneath the third revolving sun, 
My horrid visions thus begun: 
A shell —a circle, green in hue, 
Approached and passed my troubled view. 
Was that my okie, patron, friend, 
To guide and guard me to the end ? 
Na, na indeed! not for a feast 
Would I accept the filthy beast. 


TA-TO-KEE. 
As grimly still I held the fast, 

From stately elm that near me stood, 
A leaf was torn by sweeping blast: 

Was that the spirit I had wooed? 
Believe it not: Although the leaf 
Tn circles fluttered, in its grief; 

And seemed to ask my leave to stay ; 
And oft aspired to win the sky, | 
As loth at last to fall and die; 

It soon in silence passed away. 


WA-BE-NO-KA. 
I firmly sat, with fevered brain, 
When thro’ a narrow, shaded lane, 
Appeared a walking beaver skin ; 


364 TEUCGHSA GRONDIE. 


It lingered long within my view, 
As if a conscious Manitou — 

As if my favor it would win. 
In this might eager hunter trace 
A lively image of the chase — 

The image of the art of war; 
But I the tomahawk would fling, 
Of war-whoop make the forest ring ; 

Assail the hated Iroquois. 


TA-TO-KEHE. 


As still my tutelary guide 

I eager sought, with many sighs, 
Sir bruin, leaping in his pride, 

Before my troubled vision flies. 
Of conscious might, he neither seeks 

The quarrel, or will quarrel shun ; 
“ Let me alone,” he calmly speaks, 

“T nor assail nor will I run.” 
Ah, is not this the guide I need ? 

My guardian spirit do I see? 
Na, na; the active life I lead; 

The war-path has a charm for me. 


W A-BEH-NO-KA. 


Five lonely days their course had run, 
And biting hunger still inflamed ; 
The buffalo, with setting sun, 
A glorious augury proclaimed. 
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That fearful horn, that rolling eye, 
That shaggy mane, that monster breast; 
That bellow, swelling to the sky; 
The guardian Manitou attest. 
But shall I for my genius take 
The brute, so easy conquered, éver ? 
I would the mighty foeman break : 
Take such a guide! No, never, never. 


TA-TO-KEE. 
As thirst and hunger sore beset, 
And weary was the very life, 
My heavy eyes in languor met 
‘The gleaming of a scalping knife. 
It seemed to float upon the ‘air, 
And lightly, playful, circle there. | 
Of blood it seemed to bear the stain ; 
Yea, drops of blood it seemed to rain, 
As I would strike the mortal blow, 
And strip the scalp from mortal foe, 
Proud trophy of the battle fray ; 
I eager clutch the flaming brand; 
It pierces deep my shrinking hand: 
Away, bad sprite, away, away! 


WA-BE-NO-KA. 
As sinks the day ‘beneath the west, 
And wakeful eyes to darkness yield, 
And jeebi train the gloom infest, 
My vision marks an ample shield. 
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A target of the bison’s hide, 
Its frowning locks a terror fling ; 
The tomahawk it turns aside, 
Resists the war club’s mighty swing. 
A shield! An omen I behold: 
Suppose a warrior party bold, 
Assail our Teuchsa Grondie here ; 
Suppose relentless Iroquois 
Surround us with the storm of war; 
What then shall be my proper sphere ? 
Shall I a fierce defiance send ? 
The dear old cabin home defend ? 
And our loved village — famed and fair? 
Defend the mothers? Whippoorwill ? 
And be to all a buckler still? 
I will, I will; or perish there. 


TA-TO-KEE. 

The night is dark. The threatening sky 

Bespeaks the gathering tempest nigh. 
The sweeping blast —the whistling wind, 
Awakes the phantoms of the mind. 

The cuckoo tells of coming rain ; 

The ko-ko-ko-ho hoots again. . 
The howl of wolf, as from the tomb, 
Is echoed through the forest gloom. 

I gaze intent. <A horrid sprite, 

Springs, grinning, on my troubled sight. 
It lightly skips from place to place ; 
It stops and chatters in my face. 
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It heaves a deep, sepulchral sound ; 
It dances on the burial mound. 
Tt is not Pauguk, yet it seems 
To beckon to the land of dreams. 
Tté nestles in my very cell: 
Avaunt! I cry; and break the spell. 


W.A-BE-NO-KA. 
I, too, recall that fearful night, 
The terrors of disordered sight ; — 

A goblin world broke loose again, 

Grim spectres of a fevered brain; 
The lhghtning’s vivid, blinding flash ; 
That awful bolt the thunder crash ! 

Such dreadful elemental war 

Is like the raid of Iroquois. 

As downward drove the surging rain, 
And rattling thunder pealed again, 

As if the final end were come; 
Up sprung, upon my troubled view, 

A demon host, a horrid crew; - 

My every sense and power was dumb, 
The withered arm, the stretching claw, 
The bony chest, the haggard jaw; 

The glassy eye, the grinning teeth, 

Bespoke the messenger of death. 
Beneath the dripping forest shade, 
They dance a ghostly masquerade. 

Alternate flashes quick reveal 

The train that darkness would conceal. 
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They form like fiery squadron bold, 
To dash upon my cabin hold — 
Upon We-koon-de-win alone ; 
They come! They leave the storm behind ; 
I dash the cabin to the wind ; 
They vanish to a world unknown. 


TA-TO-KEE, 

The morning comes. The air is clear, 

The forest smiles in brightest hue ; 
Oh, must I longer persevere ! 

When shall I see my Manitou! 
I peer among the forest trees; 

I catch the guardian spirit there ; 
I hear a voice upon the breeze — 

A voice of grief and deep despair. 
I see approach a shady form, 

A mufiled human form it seems; 
It drips as from the drenching storm, 

It sighs as from the land of dreams. 

t quiet stops before my face; 

It gazes on my humble bed; 
Its darksome colors change apace, 

To purple, then to brilliant red. 
An upward course it now assumes ; 

The highest limb it seems to dare; 
It now displays its gorgeous plumes; 

The robin-redbreast warbles there. 
Its ringing notes are loud and long; 

They charm the cheerful morning hour; 
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The forest echoes back the song, 
In token of resistless power. 


WA-BE-NO-KA, 

That morning I remember well: 

The storm has cleared the murky air; 
The rising beams in grandeur tell, 

And shed a flood of glory there. 
Oh, would the genius now appear! 

This dismal fast and torture end! 
Oh, spirit, lend a listening ear ! — 

My guardian Manitou and friend! 
I gaze into the azure sky; 

An airy figure slow descends; 
It calmly, smiling, hovers nigh; 

A helping hand it gently lends. 
We rise above the forest shade; 

No heavy weights to earth enchain ; 
Cerulean arch we soon invade; 

We walk upon a flowery plain. 
There, sparkling waters ever flow; 

There, vale and forest charm the eye; 
There, elk and bison tempt the bow; 

There, birds attune the vocal sky. 
Below, we see the mighty lakes, 

The wigwam and the village fair ; 
Above, the sun his circuit makes; 

The constellations glitter there. 
A lovely form beside me stands; 


She speaks —I feel a waking thrill; 
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_ My guardian angel soft commands; 
I hear the voice of Whippoorwill. 


Wi. 


While thus the lively conversation led 

To scenes that held communion with the dead ; 
And dark unfolded human destiny, 

And linked the life with long eternity ; 

The sun had sunk below the western plain: 
The rising moon, with all her starry train, 

Is glowing from the East. The silver stream 
Reflects the glories of the heavenly beam. 
The youthful chiefs betake themselves to rest 
Upon the ground ; no foemen now molest. 
Each feels a guardian power, of special grace, 
That time nor darkest woe can e’er efface : 

Or in the chase or in the fiercest war, 

Tt gleams in view, an ever radiant star. 

Each feels the glow of patriotic flame ; 

But of his genius each conceals the name. 


TEUCHSA GRONDIE. 


OAT Onkol: 


THE WAR PARTY. 


A. D. 1649. 


CRITIQUE. Perhaps the reader has failed to notice the identity of 
the rhyming sylables in the following instances: procession — succes- 
sion; repartee — felicity; along—prolong; hood—brotherhood; feat 
— defeat; still—distill; maintain—retain; hold—behold; preserve 
—deserve; main —amain; and perhaps other cases. 

If the reader has not noticed these gwasi rhymes, we may infer that 
they are less open to criticism than they might otherwise be regarded. 

This species of rhyme is of frequent use in French poetry, and, while 
it is rare, it is indulged by the old masters in English composition. I 
should say that good taste required it to be seldom used, and it may be 
regarded as admissible when, and when only, the words that contain 
the rhyming sylables are not the same. Dryden makes done rhyme 
with undone, and abstinence with incontinence; and Pope makes ease 
rhyme with disease, and divide with provide. Other instances may be 
found. See, also, the second stanza of the twenty-seventh psalm, and 
the third and fourth stanzas of the one hundred and seventy-seyenth 
hymn of the Book of Common Prayer. 


I. 


ROM love of power and thirst for gain, 
In high contempt of righteous laws, 
A nation, on its own domain, 
May be assailed without a cause. 
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Again, a nation may assail, 

Against the wisest admonition ; 
Vengeance, in council, may prevail, 

And pride, and malice, and ambition. 
But who unrighteous war shall wage — 

The mighty moral balance break, 
Shall reap a fiery heritage, 

Shall dregs of bitter cup partake. 
The stern despoiler may prolong 

Oppressive sway and haughty tongue 
For generations; yet the wrong 

Shall leap again to whence it sprung. 
The moral laws that bind the man, 

The nations hold; for human kind 
Are ruled by universal plan, 

And nations are but men combined. 


dbo 


In solemn council, on the green, 
Beneath the tree, as we have seen, 
Old Mus-ko-da-sa, firm and bold, 
His honest mind had freely told. 
In words of weighty argument, 
His voice for peace was calmly lent ; 
To him no cause was adequate ; 
But when the suffrage told for war, 
He fierce denounced the Iroquois; 
A worthy pillar of the State. 
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At home or in the distant land, 

As one would Teuchsa Grondie stand ; 
As one, respond to honor’s call: 

In council, every tongue was free ; 

In action, confraternity 
Would triumph or with honor fall. 


THE WAR FEAST. 


The worthy Mus-ko-da-sa sends 

His herald thro’ the waiting town; 
Each leader brave the call attends, 

As of a chief of high renown. 
And Ken-na-beck, and Ta-to-kee, 

And Che-to-waik, and Kah-gah-gee, 

And Wa-be-no-ka, all are there ; 
And Ko-ko-ko-ho, Sub-be,kah, 

And loudly boasting Shau-go-dah, 

And many more, the feast to share. 
In war paint bright the cabin gleams, 

. And richest plumes the party grace; 
With sagamite the kettle teems — 

Of flesh of dogs—an honored race. 
The guests are seated on the ground, 
The central wigwam fire around ; 

And each the entertainment shares; 
And each, with calumet in hand, 
Resolves to march and bravely stand, 

Wherever Mus-ko-da-sa dares. 

They form the circle, man to man ; 
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From mouth to mouth the pipe is passed ; 
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Wild, fiercely, rings the saw-saw-quan ; 
For weal or woe the die is cast. 


THE WAR DANCE. 


As genial summer morn awakes, 
For coming dance the chiefs prepare ; 
The war post, firm, a centre makes, 
Beneath the maple on the square. 
As gather round the shades of night, 
The bonfire blazes on the green; 
The cabin homes are seen afar: 
The placid stream reflects the light ; 
The woods fling back a gorgeous scene ; 
The sparks bedim the evening star. 
The night advances. Round the post 
An ample ring the people form; 
A mingled mass—a mighty host, 
Dread tokens of a thunder storm. 
Both sexes, every age, are there, 
In gayest plumage of the chase; 
In hideous paint, beyond compare, 
A demon gleams in every face. 
Aloud is heard the rustic drum, 
And vocal music hoarse and deep; 
The crowd respond in buzzing hum, 
While feet and hands a cadence keep. 
Excitement rises: Warlike yell, 
Awakes the midnight’s dreamy spell; 
The heavy voices deeply tell 
Of ocean swelling from afar: 


DHE WAR PARTY. 
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A chieftain leaps within the ring ; 
"Tis Mus-ko-da-sa, leader, king ; 
He fiercely yells at every spring; 

He chants the song of coming war. 
Successive chiefs the dance supply ; 

The heavy war club swings on high; 
The war knife flashes to the sky; 

The tomahawk its terror lends: 
Each brave recites his worthy deeds, 
And long ancestral honors heeds; 

In every whoop a foeman bleeds; 

Around the post the war impends. 
In every attitude of fight, 

Each actor springs with all his might ; 
The yells alarm the wakeful night ; 

The painted chieftain frightful gleams: 
Applauses echo far and wide; 
Excitement swells from side to side; 
Each vows the war-path to abide, 

Tho’ worthy blood a torrent streams. 
_ They mingle now. They whirl and leap; 
Mad voices wildest cadence keep ; 

Deep calls to loud responding deep ; 
Around the victim post they sweep; 

And each a victory obtains: 
Upon the square the thunders dwell, 
And fiercer battle storm foretell; 
The distant shore hurls back the-swell; 
The forest roars a funeral knell: 

A universal frenzy reigns. 


376 THUGCHSA GRONDIE. 


IACI. 


While sinks the bonfire in decay, 
Above, appears the milky-way: 
The wakeful moon displays her horn; 
And Teuchsa Grondie waits the morn. 
Meanwhile the pensive Bourdelais, 
Approaching contest to survey, 
Retires to hut of Jenocaire, 
To calm revolve the subject there. 
Old Duroe sinks to heavy sleep ; 
The monk will still his vigil keep. 
A torch affords a fitful light, 
The chill, oppressive gloom despite. 
The cross upon the rustic walls, 
Bright visions of the faith recalls. 
Deep slumber heathen world enchains, 
The night in awful silence reigns. 
“The one against the other play,” 
Says calm reflecting Bourdelais; 
“ Perfidious Albion — heretic, 
In wanting balance, soon will kick 
The beam above. The Iroquois, 
Is but a creature in the war; 
And France, in brave Algonquin host, 
Shall vindicate her lofty boast, — 
That England and her buccaneer 
Should fly the gallic chanticleer, 
As wicked flee the wrath to come ;— 
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That fleur de lis and holy cross, 
Should purge the West of every dross, 
And firmly plant the faith of Rome.” 


EaVirs 


. 


The morning dawns. Upon the square 
The smoking brands obscure the air; 
The war post tells a fearful strife ; 
Upon its front, and back, and head, 
Are signs of raging battle dread, 
From tomahawk and scalping knife. 
Above the curling watery-way 
Light fogs their airy wings display ; 
They bathe the morning’s rising beams: 
But-as the heats of day arise, 
They vanish to the upper skies, 
Or hie away to land of dreams. 
Fair Teuchsa Grondie now awakes: 
A hatchet Mus-ko-da-sa takes, 
Of bloody hue —the warrior’s boast ;— 
Adorned with plumage — black and red, 
It gleams around the chieftain’s head ; 
He strikes it fiercely in the post. 
The sign that war is now begun, 
Is thus displayed to every eye; 
And who its glory now will shun ? 
Who fail the foeman to defy ? 
The chief in panoply of war 
In paint.and plumage, yells the call: 
20 
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“Ho! for the hated Iroquois! 
To bravely win or nobly fall.” 
The busy women food prepare, 
Directed by the Whippoorwill — 
The meat of elk, and wolf, and bear, 
And roasted corn the pouch to fill. 
And Mus-ko-da-sa loudly sings; 
His war song rings upon the air; 
Above, on wide expanded wings — 
The great War Eagle circles there. 
Froni chief to chief the fervor spreads, 
And many, too, of lesser note ; 
The dance, in turn, each bravo leads; 
The war-whoop bursts from every throat. 
Again the yelling masses leap, 
As on the fearful night before ; 
The rolling echoes hoarsly sweep 
From forest to the distant shore. 
“ March, quickly march!” the chief exclaims, 
And still he wildly, fiercely sings ; — 
“ But hold —a guest the wood proclaims ; 
The war-whoop yell of stranger rings.” 


v. 
All eyes are turned upon the west, 
To ascertain the stranger guest; 

And there is brave Ni-kan-no-kee ; 
With bison hunters on the trail, 
Whose pealing yells the ear assail ; 

To rear, behold, Ki-san-ko-see. 
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A worthy host from distant plain, 
The solemn treaty to maintain, 
Come pouring forth the Ilinois; 
They draw the mighty western bow, 
The tomahawk they distant throw, 
They firm detest the Iroquois. 
A long procession wend their way, 
To meet the guests without delay, 
And lead them to the public square ; 
The loud war-song again to sing, 
And make surrounding forest ring, 
At far-famed Teuchsa Grondie fair. 
Nor were the Chic-to-ghicks alone: 
In paint and plumage lofty shone 
A worthy chieftain— Nini-vay ; 
A fierce war party round him stand, 
A wild, a crafty, vengeful band, 
From brave Miamis, far away. 
As western allies rapid strode, 
Apast their river side abode, 
The prairie song they loudly sung; 
The listeners caught the genial flame, 
As when the hunter snuffs the game; 
The bloody hatchet fierce they flung. 
“ A welcome, all,” says Che-to-waik ; 
“ Come, and the war feast all partake ; 
And then we hurl the thunder crash; 
The whispering birds already tell, 
Of far resounding war-whoop yell, 
Upon the distant Matchedash. 
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By Whippoorwill the feast is spread, 
And soon the warrior guesis are fed, 
In gleaming paint a bright array ; 
Around the square the chieftains -walk, 
With bow, and knife, and tomahawk, 
And all the pomp of war display. 
Nor is the mighty western chief 
Unmindful of the new belief, 
And chapel built by Jenocaire ; 
They enter by the narrow way ; 
The chants are sung by Bourdelais; 
Untutored red-men wildly stare. . 


NOS 
“Ho! for the war-path!” loudly cries 
Bold Mus-ko-da-sa, leader brave ; 
Responses echo to the skies, 
And roll along the distant wave. 
But first, auspicious Muse, declare, 
What allied nations proudly share 
The dangers of this gallant war, 
Against the hated Iroquois. 
In front appear the Chippeway, 
Who chase and war-path oft essay, 
From snowy clime of polar sea, 
To southern land of Cherokee. 
And next the roving Ottawa, 
As fearless, as devoid of law — 
A fragment of a mighty clan, 
That oft has felt the heavy ban 
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Of Mohawk vengeance. From afar, 
His kin shall join the mighty war; 

To share its glory and its grief, 

With leader brave, Wa-bas-so chief. 
And in the dance, beneath the maple tree, 
Is seen the crafty Pot-ta-wat-ta-mie. 

One common danger he would bravely dare ; 
One common fate he too would nobly share. 
Nor to the threatening danger now is blind, 
The brave Mo-nom-o-nee. He’s not behind. 
Each worthy chieftain, in himself a host, 
Bold strikes the hatchet in the warrior post. 
To kindred, clan and nation ever true, 

In horrid paint appears the Kickapoo. 

The plain is his beside the [linois; 

A common foe, he hates the Iroquois. 

Nor in the worthy list must be forgot 

A Huron branch, the fearless Wyandot. 
When anxious brother on the brother calls, 
He flies and conquers, or he nobly falls, 
Miami clan, in league confederate, 

Already fill the ranks of stern debate. 
O-nun-da-no-ga braves they loud defy, 

For they have felt the stern oppressor nigh. 
They fondly, too, a vast ambition cherish, 
And every foe must die or they must perish. 
Nor can defensive war their wrath control; 
They mark the Mohawk Valley as the goal. 
And last, the bison hunters of the plain, 
Shall all the fiery storm of war maintain : 


882 THUCHSA GRONDIE. 


His mighty arm shall draw the stubborn bow; 
With crushing weight the bloody hatchet throw. 


Welle 
Old Teuchsa Grondie by the river side, 
Beholds the swelling pomp with honest pride. 
Her cabin homes were built by kindred clans; 
She ever spreads the mat for kindred bands. 
Her worthy sons will join the stern array ; 
Will sweep in vengeance to the distant fray: 
And she, in turn, may feel consuming war ; 
May reek, perhaps, with blood of Iroquois. 


VETS 


The armor speaks of savage life: 

The tomahawk, the scalping knife, 
The pebble with the ready sling; 

Elastic spear of slender ash, 

The war club of the stunning crash, 
The arrow with the feathered wing. 

Defensive armor, too, is there: 

The braided greave, the limb to spare; 
And breastplate, wove, the chief assumes ;— 

The horny shield from bison hide, 

The helm that turns the blow aside ; 
The panoply of shading plumes. 


eXcre 


“Ho, for the war-path!” loud exclaims 
Brave Mus-ko-da-sa on the strand ; 
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Responding saw-saw-quan inflames 

The ready — eager warrior band. 
Of bark canoes, the little fleet, 

Is lightly dancing on the tide; 
They all embark, nor dread defeat ; 

The mighty onset they abide. 
Away they move. The oars they ply; 

They gently cut the watery way: 
Nor silent go: Exultant ery, 

The farewell sends till future day. 
Nor this is all; for, clear and strong, 
Now rings on high the parting song, 

As pass the fleet the river o’er; 
Old Duroc’s voice is heard again, 

And Whippoorwill, in lofty strain; 

The chorus peals from shore to shore. 


THE PARTING WAR SONG. 


ib 


Away, ye brave! To land afar, 

Ye boldly march — to wild foray ; 
Against the hated Iroquois, 
Ye bear the storm of fiery war: 

Then boldly strike; away, away! 


CHORUS. 
Ye boldly march — to wild foray ; 
Strike, boldly strike; away, away! 


2. 


The war-path through the forest lies, 
And ever watchful is the foe ; 
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Beware the crafty, skulking guise: 
A prowling wolf— entrap the prize ; 
And hurl the unexpected blow. 
CHORUS. 
Tho’ ever watchful be the foe ; 
Yet hurl the unexpected blow. 


3. 
Let deadly arrows eager sing, 
Let war-whoop thunder on the plain ; 
The bloody hatchet bravely fling ; 
Let shrieks of slaughter fiercely ring ; 
Tear reeking scalp from warrior slain. 
CHORUS. 
Let war-whoop thunder on the plain ; 
Tear reeking scalp from warrior slain. 


4, 
And if upon the bloody field, 
Where Pauguk in his terror gleams, 
The foe shall to your prowess yield ; 
The fiery tortures grimly wield, 
And send him to the land of dreams. 


CHORUS. 
Where Pauguk in his terror gleams, 
There send them to the land of dreams. 


5. 
And when from sweeping hurricane, 
Ye soon repass this noble river, 
Full welcome from the battle plain ; 
The war song shall resound again : 
Hail, Teuchsa Grondie, now and ever! 
CHORUS. 
Ye soon repass this noble river ; 
Hail, Teuchsa Grondie! Hail forever! 


af 
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Sa 

As disappears from view the proud display, 
The neophytes, with thankful Bourdelais, 

In long procession to the chapel wend, 
Before the holy altar there to bend. 

They chant, in solemn tone, the Te Deum, 
And swell the lofty strain with Christendom. 
And Teuchsa Grondie waits with ear intent, 
For whispering birds to tell the great event. 


TEUCHSA GRONDIE. 


GAN TORO: 


BATTLE OF THE WILDERNESS. 


A. D. 16409. 


PREFATORY NOTE. The Long House signified the country or general 
territory of the Iroquois; of which the: Mohawks guarded the eastern 
and the Senecas the western end. Among the Indians, prisoners of 
war, if such they might be called, were often adopted into the nation 
and families of the victors, upon abjuring their own name, kindred and 
nation. Firearms are supposed to have been first used against the 
Indians of the West by the Iroquois, in the war with the Hurons, in 
1649. 


Vie 
JRENEATH the summer’s rising sun, 
The march of war is now begun. 
Young Wa-be-no-ka, gallant still, 
Throws back a kiss to Whippoorwill. 
The march is up the river side, 
In view of gently sweeping tide. 
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To left, the Mah-nah-be-zee smiles — 
The naiad queen of western isles: 

To right, a heavy forest shade, 

That well might screen an ambuscade. 
The single files, with rapid pace, 
The narrow way in silence trace. 

That silence of itself foretells, 

By speech in most impressive form, 

The near approach of maddening yells — 
The dread impending thunder storm. 

They onward press. The grassy plain, 
Along the Ot-si Ke-ta strand, 

To bison hunter tells again, 

Of happy home in prairie land. 

They pass the Nah-ma, honored stream; 

The spot where young Tai-go-ne-ga 
The Mohawk slew in vengeful chase ; 
And where the dark prophetic dream, 
Like gloomy shadow from afar, 
Revealed the future of his race. 
Now deeper in the forest shade, . 
The ancient winding trail is made. 
No voice the dismal silence breaks ; 
No trumpet clang the echo wakes. 
No pioneer explores the way ; 
No watch is set by night or day, 
Of stealthy foe to give alarm ; 

The savage, on his high emprise, 

Upon his Manitou relies, 

Unworthy foeman to disarm. 
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Lae 
As vagrant rays of morning beam 
Thro’ shady foliage dimly gleam, 
Afar is heard a savage yell; 
The forest echoes with the swell. 
And soon athwart a bushy screen, 
A chief in paint and blood is seen: 
He swiftly comes, like bounding roe; 
Thrice welcome noble Kan-ne-tow ! 
In hurried breath he soon relates 
The work of all involving fates. 
“The Iroquois, with mighty crash, 
Have burst upon the Matchedash. 
The flames — the slaughter, far and wide, 
Have swept — an overwhelming tide. 
The allied party soon will meet, 
The victor foe in full retreat ; — 
With trophy scalps and spoils of war, 
And prisoner chief — 'Tai-go-ne-ga ; — 
Wa-bas-so, too, and aged sires, 
For grim O-nun-da-no-ga fires.” 
“We gladly meet him, now and here,” 
Says Mus-ko-da-sa with a cheer; 
“The victor shall his trophies yield; 
His path we cross in firm array, 
We strike in fiercest battle fray ; 
We perish or we win the field.” 
Tie 
The braves and chieftains on the spot, 
Resolve to share the leader’s lot. 


fg 
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At once is preparation made, 
To form the crafty ambuscade. 
Behind the tree, the rolling ground, 
The log, the bush, is shelter found. 
In front, no sign of stealthy lair; 
To rear — the war is crouching there. 
A silence now pervades the gloom, 
Like awful stillness of the tomb. 
Each throbbing breast, without control, 
Betrays the palpitating soul. 
Each eye is peering for the foe ; 
Each hand is on the ready bow; 
Each throat awaits, the yell to ring ; 
Each nerve is ready for the spring. 
The ear is bent, as if afar, 
To catch.a tread of wary scout; 
Or murmur of. approaching war, 
Or victor foeman’s pealing shout. 
Like waves upon the rocky shore, 
Like O-ni-ag-raah’s dreadful roar, 
Like alpine swell of distant horn ; 
Like rolling thunder of the lakes, 
The storm of coming war awakes 
The frighted echoes of the morn. 
And nearer still the frantic yell, 
And gathering clamor, loudly swell ; 
The forest lends a vocal strain ; 
While Teuchsa Grondie crouching lies, 
To sudden leap, in dread surprise, 
And spring upon the foe amain. 
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HE NOI 


A torrent down a narrow way ; 
An ocean sweeping to the Bay ; 
So thro’ the heavy, gloomy wood, . 
Comes pouring on the mighty flood. 
The trophy scalps upon the bow, 
The reeking plunder of the slain, 
Of war-path tell; and grimly show, 
The harvest of the hurricane. 
The stricken warrior, bleeding, too, is there, 
The sorrows of the weary march to share ; 
His ghastly eye in fury gleams; 
Perhaps the Pauguk seals his earthly fate, 
While yet he lingers at the narrow gate, 
That leads to future land of dreams. 
Nor are the dead abandoned to the foe; 
The savage brave would sepulture bestow ; 
The bloody corse he carries far ; 
For kindred spirits wait the funeral rite, 
Before they go, on that eternal flight, 
To home beneath the evening star. 
The captive warrior chief, in triumph led, 
Sad victim for the sacrifice ; 
With horrid cut and bruise from victor dread, 
Allows no sigh or moan to rise. 
Ah, how the brave Wa-bas-so proudly leads ! 
As conscious of a life of worthy deeds! 
He sees the worst, he braves the goal: 
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And how the firm, erect, Tai-go-ne-ga, 

Sustains the adverse fortunes of the war, 
While deepest anguish wrings the soul! ! 

Shall they the cruel gauntlet undergo ? 

The blows and gashes of exultant foe ? 
O-nun-da-no-ga vengeance feel ? 

Shall they the fiery torture soon endure, 

Or nation, kindred, name — their all, abjure? 
Never; burst forth the thunder peal! 


We 


The yell of Mus-ko-da-sa loudly rings; 
On high the shady plume he boldly flings; 
To mortal strife each ready chieftain springs, 
From lowly crouching ambuscade : 
Ho-dé-no-sau-nee whoop for instant war ; 
For when or where did haughty Iroquois, 
A battle shun with e’en the Illinois? 
What danger did he e’er evade ? 
At once, on every hand, the forest teems 
With war’s magnificence. The battle seems 
A demon world let loose. With frantic screams, 
Each foe upon his foeman bounds: 
The whizzing arrow from the bow is sent ; 
The tomahawk is hurled with dire event; 
The scalping knives triumphal woes augment ; 
The swinging war-club loud resounds. 
And while by Chic-ta-ghick the heavy bow, 
That lays the monarch of the prairie low, 
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Is twanged incessant at undaunted foe; 
And noble warriors rapid fall ; 

A flash is seen; a thunder dread, awakes; 

The singing bullet frightful havoc makes ; 

The sturdy western brave in terror quakes ; 
Such power unknown may well appall. 


AEG 


Auspicious Muse! On that eventful day, 
When race met race, in sternest battle fray ; 
Whose bloody story fame shall widely tell — 
Say, who survived; who nobly fought and fell ? 
Ah! first and foremost of Algonquin band, 
Was doomed to perish by a friendly hand. 
The brave Wa-bas-so, captive, while we see, 
He falls by random shot from Ta-to-kee. 
We now have told his story, from afar, 
Since first he traced the rapid Ottawa, 
And trod, alone, the winding, dangerous way, 
To strike, and save a friend, at Thunder Bay. 
We bid you, worthy chief, a kind farewell; 

A hardy race ye now have run; 
If song can swell it, your renown shall swell, 

From rising to the setting sun. 

Nels 

As adverse battle storm in fury blends, 
Tai-go-ne-ga springs joyful to his friends ; 
And back he hurls his ever mighty blows, 
With shout on shout, to late exultant foes. 
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But, ah! again; how shall the pen relate, 

The woes on woes of unrelenting fate! 

As Mus-ko-da-sa, terror in his eyes, 

In panoply of war to slaughter flies; 

And scatters far and wide the hostile bands, 
They quick surround; he falls into their hands. 
A worthy partner, too, Ni-kan-no-kee; . 
O-nun-da-no-ga tortures both shall see. 

In turn, five warrior braves, a fate the same, 
On Teuchsa Grondie square shall feed the flame. 
To hide the sight — let kindly curtain fall ; 
‘The bare recitals — deep the soul appall. 

To calmly tell — recoils the frighted pen ; 
Dread scenes, that blot the very name of men! 
In future years, in vengeance shall be told, 
The fierce retaliations manifold ; 

Till then, in order due, we onward press, 

And still recount a day of wretchedness. 


Veet tole. 


No rest or slack the eager furies know: 

A brave Oneida springs for Kan-ne-tow, | 

As tiger springs. They grapple. On the ground 
They fall, and yell andstrike and fiercely wound : 
Yet both, exhausted, yield the fearful strife ; 
Nor.this nor that can boast except his life. 

A nimble Seneca, from tree to tree, 

Deals fatal blows to youthful Ta-to-kee. 

The brave Cayuga makes the forest ring, 

And carries death upon a rapid wing. 
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Wher-e’er he goes he clears a dreadful way; 
Beneath him falls the lofty Ni-ni-vay. 

Nor falters now the boaster Shau-go-dah; 

His blows resound, with those of Sub-be-kah. 
As from the Mohawk’s thunder many flee, 

The fatal bullet reaches Kah-gah-gee. 

Nor idle looker on is Che-to-waik ; 

His ringing war-cry makes the battle quake: 
And here and there from death to death he goes, 
While Ko-ko-ko-ho seconds well his blows. 

Oh chant, ye Chic-ta-ghicks, your jubilee! 

For wide the havoc of Ki-san-ko-see. 

His mighty bow like singing bullet tells, 

And brave on brave the death-cry loudly yells. 
Ah, where each warrior is himself a host, 

A thousand braves can make the field a boast. 
And while the battle stern the West maintains, 
Immortal fame O-nun-da-no-ga gains. 


1X 

Yet high above the rest in terror gleamed 
Young Wa-be-no-ka. Wildest fury beamed 
From every feature. Others nobly fought 
For power and glory: He for vengeance sought. 
As blow and clang and shout the battle fill, 
He n’er forgets his little Whippoorwill. 

“ Perhaps,” he says, “ beneath the maple tree, 
She waiting sits, her worthy chief to see: 
And soon the singing birds to her shall tell, 
That I was victor, or I nobly fell. 
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Nor I for love alone the war maintain ; 

My brother chief, dear Ta-to-kee is slain. 
How were our lives in equal tenor cast! 

Ah, how we long endured the horrid fast ! 
But oh, my father! Taken, led away, 

To swell the horrors of a festal day! 

The gauntlet, torture, fierce consuming fire ! 
Great Michabou! My soul to blood inspire.” 
He thus, in fury, to the battle springs ; 

And louder still the mighty war-whoop rings 
Tho’ bullets, hatchets, arrows round him fly ; 
He is not fated now and here to die. 

Fair Teuchsa Grondie shall his arm demand 
In future day, and he a bulwark stand. 

His swinging war-club every foe appalls, 
And who but meets him, on the instant falls. 
O-nun-da-no-ga feels the trying hour; 
Ho-dé-no-sau-nee trembles for her power. 

The bravest chiefs, with terror-stricken cry, 
To face him shrink, and quickly turn and fly. 
And still he strides, among the heaps of slain, 
Like fierce Achilles on the Trojan plain. 


x: 
But which, in all this galaxy of fame — 
This war of races, might the vict’ry claim ? 
A havoc of the two was made: 
The fight was worthy; from the Ilinois, 
Thro’ every clan, to dreaded Iroquois: 
Success was in the ambuscade. 
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Retreating victor band, in all their might, 

Are cut in pieces, routed, put to flight; 
Their Huron spoils and trophies lost: 

And yet the homes of all the mighty West 

Shall deeply mourn, and everywhere attest 
The victory an empty boast. 


le 
And now, upon the field the shades of night 
Are gathering fast; the sun abhors the sight ; 
The distant war-whoop dies away: 
The victor sleeps upon the battle plain, 
And many there shall n’er awake again: 
The flapping vulture snuffs the prey. 


pais 

The morning dawns. The distant yell 
Disturbs the solemn, mournful spell; 

And yet the foe is well content, 

To rest the fearful argument. 
His routed forces gather far, 

And each for home in sorrow tends ; 
They pass the O-ni-ag-a-raah ; 

The Long House now a welcome lends. 


Sen i 
“For home, for home!” says Che-to-waik ; 
“The honored slain, the wounded take. 
The dead shall rest in hallowed ground, 


Beneath the lofty burial mound. 
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Upon the mighty festal day, 

Their acts may furnish worthy themes ; 
Their spirits rise from battle fray, 

And wander to the land of dreams.” 
With rising of the morning sun, 
The silent march is now begun. 

The bearers of the dead precede ; 

The wounded, then, the party lead. 
The captives, next, the march sustain — 
A bounden, melancholy train: 

To fiery sacrifice they go— 

To torture and the deepest woe. 


XT Ves 
The march is weary. Day by day, 
The long procession wend their way. 
At length the Ot-si Ke-ta gleams, 
Beneath the sun’s retiring beams. 
They pass extended grassy plain ; 
The Mah-nah-be-zee smiles again. 
The village home is full in view; 
Fair Teuchsa Grondie charms anew. 


Ne, 
The singing birds, on joyful, swiftest wing, 
Have told the story — warbled everything ; 
And eager crowds, upon the village strand, 
In wildest shout receive the victor band. 
The pious Bourdelais to chapel goes, 
And there devoutest thankfulness bestows. 
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“Proud Albion, with the haughty Iroquois, 
Are routed,” he exclaims, “in holy war: 

We next will sweep them from the continent; 
To swift destruction may they all be sent.” 
The trophy scalps, beside the braided corn 
And venison dried, the cabin home adorn. 
Old Duroc, Whippoorwill, exulting sing, 

And make the square and vocal forest ring. 
And yet for kindred slain, in deepest tone, 

Is heard from stricken hearts the heavy moan. 
In thunder shouts the allies bid adieu; 

And Teuchsa Grondie trusts her Manitou. 


To JANETTE M. MILLARD, 


My Companion AND Brenovep Wire: 


Whose anxious solicitude, in the progress of 
this work, with reference to its character and 
success, has een equaled only by my own; to 
whose kindness, affection, constancy and many 
other virtues, I wish to bear testimony; and to 
whose name and character I desire to present 
a memorial, which shall remain as long as a 
recollection of my own labors may survive, 
this Twenty-third Canto is affectionately in- 


scribed by 
LEVI BISHOP. - 


THUCHSA GRONDIE. 


WASNGL OS Xe aL: 


WHIPPOORWILL. 


A. D. 1685. 


PREFATORY Note. Manitoulin is a large Island in the northern 
part of Lake Huron. Monedo, anymph; (see Canto VI). Mish-e- 
mo-ka, or Mish-e-mok-wa, the Great Bear. O-pe-chee, the robin. 
Ga-ne-e-ar-teh-go-wa, the totemic clan of the Turtle. Os-we-ga-da- 
ga-ha, the totemic clan of the Hawk. By the totemic order or system 
of descent, names, honors and property went through the female line 
instead of the male. 

It will be noticed that there is some confusion in recounting the to- 
temic relations of Wa-be-no-ka and Whippoorwill; and the paternal 
ancestors of the latter are nearly all omitted. This is designed as an 
intimation of the irregularities of that system among the Algonquin 
tribes. 

Courtship and marriage are intended to be presented in this Canto, 
as the customs of the Indians may be supposed to have been already 
modified, in this respect, by the teachings of the French missionaries. 

The martyr Lallamant, when he was suffering the tortures of death, 
exclaimed to Brébeuf, who was passing through the hke tortures: 
‘ We are this day made a witness to the world, to angels and to men.” 
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I 


(THE bloody harvest of the brave, 
The pangs that wring the desolate, 
The flashes of malignant star ; 
The wealth that sinks beneath the wave; 
Are but a partial estimate 
Of evils of consuming war. 
The cannon’s roar may die away, 
The wounded may forget their pains, 
The widows, orphans, dry their tears ; 
And yet a frightful disarray, 
In moral — social life remains, 
A. blot upon succeeding years. 
The wastefulness of public store, 
The recklessness of human life, 
The rule that right is only might; 
Like waves, prolonged, upon the shore, 
When calm succeeds the raging strife, 
Will still display a fearful blight. 
Nor this is all: A giddy throng, 
That prey upon the public need, 
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That flaunt the wages of their shame ;— 


The gangrene of the war prolong; 
A vulgar taste for glitter feed ; 
A thirst for empty show inflame. 
"Tis all the same in savage life : 
When war has spent its light’ning flash, 
And sacrifices mad the brain ; 
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The youth are oft in bloody strife ; 
In paint and plumage maidens dash; 
The loosest morals deeply stain. 
Nor could the village of the strait 
Escape the scourge. The hut and square 
Were rife with rollic and display ; 
And leer and smile to captivate ; 
For months the social curse was there, 
Till settled life resumed the sway. 


KI. 


Now Waz-be-no-ka was a man, 

The ruling genius of the town; 
A leader sachem of his clan, 

A victor chief of high renown. 
With earnest heart he sought a wife, 

To soothe, sustain, in every ill; 
And in the bloom of maiden life, 

Was now the younger Whippoorwill. 
Of graceful medium was her size, 

And long and dark her floating hair ; 
And deep and thoughtful were her eyes; 

A noble spirit harbored there. 
Her braided frock is light and neat, 

The raven’s plumes her head adorn; 
Bright moccasins inclose her feet ; 

Her look, her mien — the smiling morn. 
As forth she walks upon the square, 

With dignity, sedate and slow; 
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A throng the admiration share, 
And say, “ Behold the Monedo.” 
And like her long ancestral race, 
She too, in richest notes can sing; 
Her thrilling strains the cabin grace, 
And make the vocal forest ring. 


IIR AE 


And Wa-be-no-ka loved the maid, 

And Whippoorwill his love returned ; 
Nor she a vain coquetry played, 

Nor he the artless lover spurned. 
Since first, a Kik-a-la-ma-zoo, 

She saw the day, is winter life, 
He kept the blooming child in view, 

At last to take her as his wife. 
As love is wont, the lovers oft, 

Beneath the maple on the square, 
The evening spent; and language soft 

Was breathed in pure affection there. 
Her hand he places in his own; 

Upon her brow he plants a kiss; 
They read from nature’s book alone, 

And neither act nor think amiss. 
Of course the moon is smiling then, 

With laughter-loving, starry train ; 
They joyful see, to mortal men, 

Another Eden come again. 
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Iv. 
The mother, from the cabin shade, 
Discreet, her observations made ; 
She calm beholds the scenes of love, 
And she and sachems all approve. 
For nuptial feast, upon the square, 
The joyful lovers now prepare; 
And young and old with lightsome heart, 
In preparations take a part. 
And soon upon the lawn is seen 
The graceful bower of evergreen, 
And arching limbs of oak and ash: 
The feast is ample; game and fish, 
And herb and fruit; and dainty dish 
Of Indian lineage — succotash. 
No form, as one, the couple makes; 
Each one the other simply takes; 
Free as the will the nuptial bonds: 
Yet Bourdelais cannot refrain, 
To solemn bless the happy twain; 
“ Amen,” old Duroc calm responds. 


Ve: 
The guests are seated; appetite 
Is satisfied; amid acclaim, 
The bridegroom rises to recite 
Ancestral line and deeds of fame. 
Imposing, stately, is his form, 
His placid smiles the timid gain; 
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And yet, like raging thunder storm, 
He rages, on the battle plain. 


WA-BE-NO-KA. 
I boast a long, illustrious line ; — 
Ah! Mus-ko-da-sa was my sire; — 
Where highest honors well combine 
A. lofty spirit to inspire. 
My mother was the O-pe-chee, 
To Po-ne-mah she early flew ; 
My grandam — stately O-me-nee ; 
My grandsire Mish-e-mo-ka slew. 
His father brave, was Un-ta-go, 
Of Ga-ne-e-ar-teh-go-wa ; 
He dashed the bison at a blow, 
He slew a lurking Iroquois. 
His wife — we trace the totem still, 
And tho’ obscure, the line prolong— 
Was mother of the Whippoorwill, 
Who sung at night the “Cabin Song.” 
And this my proud ancestral fame, 
That I, in time, will vindicate ; 
And venge a father’s honored name, 
And soothe a never-dying hate. 


Vi. 


The chief is silent. Shouts resound, 
From forest o’er the gentle tide ; 

He takes his seat upon the ground, 
Beside the blushing, charming bride. 
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The mother — Wa-won-ais-sa, too, 
In cheerful musing seemed to say ;— 
The worthy should the worthy woo, 
And triumph in the nuptial day. 
But who shall speak for Whippoorwill, 
And to the chief an answer make? 
The anxious mother, silent still, 
Inviting, nods to Che-to-waik. 


CHE-TO-WAIK., 
Of clan —the Os-we-ga-da-ga, 
The mother and the bride from far 
Their lineage hold —the race prolong, 
Of her that sung the “ Cabin Song.” 
The second, was the modest wife 
Of Kit-ta-coin-si, who, for life, 
Sir Bruin fought, upon the tree, 
In games of autumn jubilee. 
The third, revealed, in time of need, 
The bloody scheme of Jossakeed ; 
When hardy monk, in ghostly plight, 
The band of chieftains put to flight. 
The fourth, the friendly warning gave, 
Le Vareau and his crew to save ;— 
The Mohawk’s treachery foresaw, 
Upon the stormy Equabaw. 
The fifth, the stirring chorus led, 
In funeral dirge, of worthy themes, 
At festival of honored dead, 
To waft their souls to land of dreams. 


A 


Warrier OO Wi Diy lay, 


The last —the present lovely maid, 
Her birth, and early hardship knew, 
In winter hut, in snowy glade, 
Beside the Kik-a-la-ma-zoo. 
The virtues of a lengthened line, 
In this fair maiden all combine: 
And such a charming girl, in brief, 
Is worthy bride for such a chief. 


VII. 
The speaker sits, in lofty pride ; 
The shouts re-echo far and wide; 
And all, in merry-making still, 
Demand the song of Whippoorwill. 
The maiden rises at the call, 
To grace the happy festival. 
The mother joins the sweet refrain, 
And Duroe tunes his voice again. 


THE BRIDAL SONG. 


v 
How charming is the bridal day ! 
What more can mortal crave? 
Then golden visions round us play ; 
And mind and heart are borne away, 
Upon the swelling wave. 


2. 
The many friends around us press, 
With mingled hopes and fears ; 
Their wishes tell of happiness ; 
And sympathizing natures bless 
The mother’s kindly tears. 
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3. 
But who shall draw the veil aside 
That hides the future life ? 
What happiness may there abide: 
What blasted hopes may swell the tide; 
What never-ending strife ! 


4, 
Enough, enough! the thought refrain: 
Far better not to know: 
For who could present life sustain, 
If pregnant future hurled amain, 
Anticipated woe! 


5. 

Oh, then, improve the passing hour, 
Forgetting care and sorrow ; 
The future leave to heavenly power ; 
Nor mar the happy bridal hour, 

With evils of the morrow. 


WeULIe 
She sits again— the charming bride, 
Her Wa-be-no-ka by her side; 
Each with the other well content ; 
The host a deep emotion share, 
And shouts, redoubled, rend the air, 
To celebrate the great event. 
And Duroe feels his youth return, 
A pure affection calmly burn ; 
His pet had been the Whippoorwill: 
He fondly knew her tender years ; 
Inspired her hopes and dried her tears, 
And like a father loved her still. 


gf 
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TEXS, 


And now arises Che-to-waik, 
As if by inspiration ; 
A speech of courtesy to make, 
Towards a ruined nation. 
The worthy chieftain Kan-ne-tow, 
From Manitoulin far, 
Is present, due respect to show, 
With brave Tai-go-ne-ga. 
The two a friendship strong attest, 
No time nor place can sever; 
For this dear village, ever blest, 
Beside the noble river. 
Says Che-to-waik: “ My brothers dear, 
That wander far and wide, 
Thrice welcome to our festal cheer ; 
As honored guests abide. 
And now we pray you to relate, 
The mighty thunder crash, 
That sealed the Huron Nation’s fate, 
Upon the Matchedash. 
We met retreating victor foe, 
And rung his dreadful knell ; 
But tell us of the crushing blow, 
That on the Huron fell. 
The story, fame has often told, 
Like echoes on the air; 
But ye can all the truth unfold, 
For ye were bravely there.” 


27 


410 TEUCHSA GRONDIE. 


x. 


And now, amid enthusiastic cries, 

The honored guests with modesty arise: 
They calm proceed the wild foray to tell; 
The eager throng upon the story dwell. 


KAN-NE-TOW. 


The day is clear: The priest his mass recites, 
Before his altar, with his neophytes. 

The loosely set, unguarded palisade, 

Is nothing worth; no preparation made. 
And while the crafty foe we know so well; 
His onset know; have often heard his yell; 
Upon the trail, are many chiefs away, 

Or on the war-path, skulking for the prey. 


TAI-GO-NE-GA, 
Unconscious of the tiger in his lair, 
The women, children, feeble age, are there; 
When lo! a demon legion, from the shade 
Of ringing forest, gleam in masquerade ! 
In plume, and horrid paint, and pomp of war, 
On rush the vengeance-seeking Iroquois. 
The war-whoop yells in pealing thunder ring; 
Swift doom awaits, and death is on the wing. 


KAN-NE-TOW. 


The palisades are forced. ‘The mighty flood 
Upon us rushes. Cabins float in blood. 


3 
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Incarnate devils o’er the fall-en stalk, 
With scalping knife and reeking tomahawk. 


TAI-GO-NE-GA. 
Think ye that we without a struggle yield? 
Ah, when did Huron brave disgrace a field ? 
We boldly hurl redoubled blow for blow; 
For each that falls, there falls a worthy foe. 
Yea, two or three for one our prowess feel ; 
We grapple hand to hand with hooks of steel. 
The foe, for conquest fights — for lofty fame ; 
But we, for home —for nation — very name; 
And he that strikes for home, against alarm, 
Shall feel a thousand forces nerve his arm. 
But, ah! the sickening scenes that deep appall, 
When children, feeble age, and women fall. 
When these lie gasping ’neatk the scalping knife, 
What virtues can redeem the horrid strife! 


KAN-NE-TOW. 
The torch applied, devouring flames arise; 
The shrieks of burning victims rend the skies. 
The foeman shout is swelled to deafening roar, 
As happy cabin sinks to rise no more. 
The mother flees with helpless infant form 
To forest shade, for shelter from the storm; 
And yet the infant’s cry, in plaintive air, 
Attracts the bloody tiger quickly there: 
Upon the spot the hapless two must perish ; 
No melting hearts Ho-dé-no-sau-nee cherish. 
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The missionaries — Daniel, Lallemand, 
Brébeuf and Garnier — all, heroic stand: 

The crown of glory: lends its heavenly cheer; 
The martyr’s horrid death they never fear. 
Beneath the knife, the torture and the fire, 
The cross is theirs. ‘Triumphant they expire! 
Ah! what a spectacle is there and then 
Displayed, “to world, to angels and to men.” 


. BOURDELAIS. 
In every land, by every Christian tongue, 
From sea to sea, from shore to shore, 
Their martyr deaths heroic, shall be sung, 
Till time itself shall be no more. 


KAN-NE-TOW. 
The worst is ours. We suffer a defeat ; 
And yet the bloody foe must fain retreat. 
Ye met him, on the way, in ambuscade, 
And of the victor soon the vanquished made. 


TAI-GO-NE-GA. 
Our case is pitiful. The Huron Nation, 
Once proud and strong is now a desolation. 
And yet, amid our overwhelming woes, 
To Iroquois we rest eternal foes, 
The forest often rings with Huron yells, 
As on the war-path swiftest vengeance tells, 
We hapless wander, exiles, far and near; 
And, wand’ring thus, we find a welcome here. 


id 


WHIPPOORWILL. 


le 
As thus the chieftains told their story, 
Of sorrow, but of forest glory ; 
A sympathetic current strong, 
The earnest listeners bore along. 
And now, involuntary tear, 
Upon the cheek would domineer ; 
And then again the wildest yell, 
Is heard in long resounding swell. 


Xd. 

The sun has sunk beneath the West ; 
The mat and cabin call away ; 

And Teuchsa Grondie takes to rest, 
To dream upon the festal day. 
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TEUCHSA GRONDIE. 


CANTO. XIV 


THE SPY. 


A. D. 1660, 

PREFATORY Notre. Wa-we-aw-to-nong, was another ancient 
name for Teuchsa Grondie. Ga-wa-no-wa-neh, signified the great 
Island River — the Susquehanna. Ga-ha-to, or Ga-ha-to-geh, signified 
a log in the water— the Chemung River. Skwe-do-wa, a great plain 
—Elmira. Ka-na-ta-go-dah, Onondaga Castle, the great central point 
of the Iroquois. The hospitality of all the Indian nations was pro- 
verbial. The gauntlet was run between two lines of Indians, each one 
of whom inflicted what blows he could upon the prisoner as he passed. 

The word Teuchsa Grondie was an exclamation of surprise and 


delight at beholding, perhaps for the first time, the beautiful scenes 
of the Detroit River. As much as tosay: Teuchsa Grondie !— 
What a charming spot! What a lovely scene ! 


rE 
HIVE years have swiftly passed away 

Since Wa-be-no-ka, in his pride, 
Upon the public — festal day, 

Made Whippoorwill his happy bride. 
She’s happy still. No idle freak, 

Or wayward passion, was his love; 
Nor hers—a liking of the weak: 

Such union time may well approve. 


ff 


THE SPY. 415 


They feel no disappointment sore, 
That ill-wed strangers oft deplore; 
For each the other long has known; 
As youthful mates the two have grown. 
And Wa-be-no-ka’s cabin shade, 
A. genial home indeed is made; 
For where presides the Whippoorwill, 
There seems an Eden blooming still. 


Lb, 
A worthy statesman penetrates 
The policy of foreign states, 

To guard against the secret foe ; 
That no disaster may arise, 

From sudden onset or surprise ; 

Or unexpected — fatal blow. 
Though quiet seem the Iroquois, 

They love the path of distant war ; 

They love to yell the battle song: 
And any moment may display, 

The vengeful foe —the wild foray, 

At lovely Wa-we-aw-to-nong. 
And Wa-be-no-ka shrewdly knows, 
That naught but heavy—crushing blows, 

Can e’er atone the ambuscade ; — 
That overthrew the victor band, 

In proud retreat from Huron land, 


And there a bloody havoc made. 
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The chief the subject calm revolves ; 
And then, in secret, firm resolves, 

The “Long House” deep to penetrate ; 
To learn if vengeance now aspires, 
Around O-nun-da-no-ga fires, 

Against the village of the strait. 
He calls his pappoose to his side; 
Invokes, his future life to guide, 

The guardian spirit of the brave ; 
“ And if,” he says, “away, I perish, 
Your father’s name forever cherish; 

Avenge, avenge his early grave!” 
He bids adieu to Whippoorwill ; 
Untold his secret mission still, 

To die with him if he should fall; 
And yet the prudent, thoughtful wife, 
No question put, no gossip rife, 

In woman’s shrewdness read it all. 


Lat. 
With sack of corn and faithful bow, 
And ready knife for game or foe ; 
Like deer upon the everglade, 
He plunges in the forest shade. 
At first a southern trail he takes: 
The deep “Miami of the Lakes,” 
He boldly swims. The “ dismal swamp” — 
His daily shelter, nightly camp. 
No mat or hut the rover craves, 
Or cheerful brand of cabin hearth; 


£ 
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The wet and chilly night he braves, 
In leafy bed upon the earth. 

The sun and stars— his trusty guides; 
He flies along the hill and plain ; 

Thro’ sombre vale he boldly strides, 


Nor tangled brushwood can detain. 


To enter by the eastern side, 
The foe to lull from watchful care, 
He wisely makes the circuit wide, 
For lands of kindred Delaware. 
He mounts the Alleghany chain, 
Its lofty peak sublimely treads; 
Descends its dark ravines again; 
The rapid Juniata threads. 
He stems the Ga-wa-no-wa-neh ; 
Admires the level Skwe-do-wa; 
He winds the calm Ga-ha-to-geh, 
Towards proud Ka-na-ta-go-dah. 


soa, 

As if of common brotherhood, 

Upon the confines of the wood, 
He yells, to gain a friendly pass; 
Then seats himself upon the grass. 

The sachems hear the loud behest, 

And walk to meet the stranger guest. 
The chieftain to the town is led ; 
No formal salutation said. 

The cabin shade a welcome lends, 

And forest luxury attends. 
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To satisfy the appetite, 
Is brought a dish of sagamite. 
“Take, freely take,” the matrons cry, 
“Ye dweller neath another sky ; 
Whate’er ye see ye may command, 
Ye stranger from a distant land.” 
The daily intercourse was free, 
In boundless hospitality : 
And still a foeman might beset, 
Beneath the forms of etiquette ; 
But while the host might shrewdly guess, 
The earnest question none could press. 


v. 

And Wa-be-no-ka now may scan, 

The warriors of a mighty clan: — 

The brawny arm, the stately tread ; 
The graceful plumage of the head; 

The calm and yet expressive face, 

That would a painter’s easel grace ; 

A will, to firmest purpose lent, 
That terrifies a continent: 

“ Ah, how shall my unguarded town, 

My happy home, of high renown, 
Withstand, in hour of deepest woes, 
O-nun-da-no-ga’s mighty blows ? 

Fear not, my soul, that awful day, 

If come it does, as come it may; 

This arm shall worthy triumph still, 
For my dear boy and Whippoorwill.” 


f 
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Viele 


His nation and his clan perplex 

The Iroquois of either sex. 
They all can see the Chippeway ; 
And yet, upon a fatal day, 

The captive chief, to torture led, 

Might rise again as from the dead, 
And victor nation’s glory share — 
A worthy brave of Delaware. 

And one there was, of piercing eye, 

Who thought he dimly could descry 
The terror-dealing — mighty form, 
That swept the field, a raging storm, 

And changed a triumph to defeat 

Upon that terrible retreat, 
When Iroquois, with thunder crash, 
In ruin laid the Matchedash. 

And yet no certain feature tells, 

Of him whose leap and horrid yells, 
And heavy blows and flashing eye, 


Could make the bravest turn and fly: 


For then, of paint and reeking blood, 
In deep disguise, the hero strode; 
But now, his every look and mien, 
. Though bold and firm, is all serene. 


iVells 


When Wa-be-no-ka first beheld 
This capitol of mighty foe, 


419 


420 TEUCHSA GRONDIE. 


His heart, in joy, a moment swelled, 

Then sunk, in turn, to deepest woe. 
Surprised, he saw an ancient friend, 

A western chief of former years ; 
But oh, ye guardian hosts defend! 

No Mus-ko-da-sa there appears. 
The friend — Ni-kan-no-kee the brave, 

The hunter of the buffalo; 
But neither recognition gave, 

For neither could the other know. 
Upon the worthy Illinois 

Were scars and cruel mutilation ; 
Inflicted by the Iroquois, 

To deep insult a distant nation. 
The two a cold reserve maintain, 

Whene’er observing eyes attend : 
And yet, in secret, feel again, 

Their genial spirits freely biend. 


WAG EAC 6 


Upon a pleasant summer day, 
In sign of recognition still, 
The two, adversely, glide away, 
And meet upon a distant hill. 
At once the worthy chiefs embrace ; 
A sympathetic power is felt ; 
Tears trickle down each manly face: 
True friendship stoutest hearts will melt. 
They sit beneath a sturdy elm; 
Huge limbs are interlaced above ; 


ra 
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And here, amid the forest realm, . 
They mingle sentiments of love. 


WA-BE-NO-KA. . 
Ah tell, my noble brother, quickly tell, 
What to my father, to yourself befell; 
As western chiefs the mighty onset made, 
Upon the victors, from the ambuscade. 
The scars, I see, of unrelenting ire ; 
Ah, how did you escape the vengeful fire ? 
Before me Mus-ko-da-sa’s spirit gleams ; 
Oh, is my father in the land of Areams? 


NI-KAN-NO-KEE. 
On that retreat the heavy packs we bore; 
Malignant foes our limbs and bodies tore. 
Behold the scars! The mutilated hands ! 
That tell of tortures of the victor bands. 
And then the gauntlet; frightful scene to tell! 
When blows on blows a horrid tempest fell. 
I reeled and fainted, in the dreadful hour: 
Ah, who can paint the insolence of power! 


WA-BE-NO-KA. 
And how did Mus-ko-da-sa bear the ban ? 
Why do I ask? I know he played the man! 


NI-KAN-NO-KEE, 
He did, he did! As blows upon him rained, 
And long before the distant goal he gained ; 
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With fiercest anger rolling in his breast, 

He yells the war-whoop of the mighty West; 

A war-club seizes from a hostile arm, 

And wields it right and left with dread alarm. 
The whole assistant crew affrighted cry ; 

And all for life upon the instant fly. 

How my proud heart of western glory swells, 
To see him chase them with redoubled yells! 


WA-BE-NO-KA. 
The gallant chief! I dread to know his fate: 
I pray you, first, your tortures to relate. 
Your pangs alone my vengeful soul will fire, 
Tho’ all unknown the sorrows of my sire. 


NI-KAN-NO-KEE. 
The fire and torture were for both, it seems; 
Both had they destined to the land of dreams, 
We both prepared to brave the awful test ;— 
In death, the heroes of the mighty West. 
But worthy matron of the Iroquois, 
Had lost her husband in the Huron war: 
It was her pleasure that I might survive: 
She is my wife. Behold me here alive! 
The lot severe; but hardest lot of all, 
Myself Ho-dé-no-sau-nee chief to call. 
Myself to abnegate, like anchoret ! 
My nation, name and kindred to forget ! 
I did it all; and oft in bloody war, 
Trang the war-whoop of the Iroquois. 
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Yet who can stifle his regard for home ? 
To your loved strait my spirits often roam. 
Yea, farther still: In thought, I oft regain, 
The cherished cabins of my native plain. 


W A-BE-NO-KA. 


My father; oh! I tremble to recall, 

The gloomy story of his dreadful fall, 

His counsel was for peace, upon the square, 
When we of Huron league debated there. 
But when for war the common suftrage cries, 
His war-song echoes to the vaulted skies; 
And frighted foemen quickly turn and flee, 
When his stern voice commands the victory. 


/ NI-KAN-NO-KEE, 


Then listen; calmly listen, if you can: 

He perished, but he perished like a man, 

In yonder council house, the live-long night, 
They plied their tortures—frightful to the sight. 
He cheerful sung, and dared them to the worst; 
They filled the air with jeers and yells accurs’d. 
The morning came; and at the rising day, 

In public view, his mangled carcass lay. 


WA-BE-NO-KA. 


But tell me, did they not extort the sigh, 
Or stifled groan, as Pauguk lingered nigh? 
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NI-KAN-NO-KEE, 
Not one escaped him, Lend a full belief: 
In death I gloried in my worthy chief. 
At every blow he smiled as at a jest; 
And closed his eyes at last as if to rest. 


WA-BE-NO-KA. 
Great Michabou! Thy name be ever rung! 
My father, too! Thy fame be ever sung! 
But tell me, does no relic yet remain 
Of Mus-ko-da-sa, thus untimely slain ; 
That I in cabin home may long preserve, 
As such heroic honors well deserve ? 


NI-KAN-NO-KEE. 

Not one that you can touch. And yet there are, 
In council house, memorials of the war. 
Wa-bas-so’s club; the knife of Ta-to-kee ; 

The bows of Nini-vay and Kah-gah-gee; 

And Mus-ko-da-sa’s belt and plumy crest ;— 
Are there display’d—proud trophies of the West. 


WA-BE-NO-KA. 
I take them or I die! I blot the shame ; 
Or house and trophies perish in the flame! 
But further speak; give me the worst to know; 
Ah, who can brook a father’s overthrow ! 


NI-KAN-NO-KEE. 
With patience hear. The scalp of Ta-to-kee, 
Adorns the pipe of warlike Do-ka-tee. 
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The scalp of Mus-ko-da-sa, shameful lot, 

_ Is flaunted on the head of O-to-quot; 

And from your father’s arm, the leathered skin, 
Is proud tobacco pouch of Tang-gu-shin. 


WA-BE-NO-KA. 


My arms, my arms! I tear them all away, 
Tho’ twenty chieftains should my fury stay! 


NI-KAN-NO-KEE. 


Your patience hold; your fiery vengeance bound, 
O-nun-da-no-ga warriors thee surround ; — 

A race of men that hurl the dreadful blow — 
That never quail before a mortal foe. 

Ye soon may strike at those ye deep detest ; 
For rumors tell of war against the West: 

Ere long, at home, beside that noble river, 

Ye every stain may wash, and wash forever. 


WA-BE-NO-KA. 

Roll on the day! Come blackest storm of war; 
I long for vengeance on the Iroquois! 

T’ll risk my own dear village of the plain, 

For one fell swoop at hellish clan again. 

But what the rumor? Tell me how and when, 
Shall bloodhounds issue from this horrid den ? 
And what the cause? The allies, leaders, chief? 
I want the worst. To know — affords relief. 
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NI-KAN-NO-KEE. 


The cause attend. At distant Thunder Bay, 

A Mohawk died, ignobly, by the way. 

And then again, the pregnant cause to swell, 

An Iroquois at Nah-ma Se-pee fell. 

Yet more; your village — Teuchsa Grondie fair, 

Allows detested French the hut to share. 

But more than all: In bloody Huron war, 
Retreating from the Matchedash, 

The ever proud, triumphant Iroquois, 
Sustained a dreadful thunder crash. 


W A-BE-NO-KA, 


Well, let them come. Our huts, around the square 
To guard, a thousand braves shall rally there. 
No puny arms shall there contend for fame ; 
The foe shall fall, or fly to whence he came. 


DGS 


The setting sun, beneath the west, 
Invites the chieftains home to rest. 
The night bestows a quiet sleep; 
No sentinels their vigils keep. 
No thought is there of lurking foe, 
Of strategy or murd’rous blow ; 
And yet in deepest hour of night, 
Is heard a yell of sudden fright. 
Each warrior springs in wild amaze; 
The council house 1s all ablaze ; 
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And trophies, there, of western fame, 
Are wrapt in one consuming flame. 


olde 
At length the morning beams arise ; 
But where the scalps and pouch so dear? 
The three, a point of much surprise, 
‘With stranger chieftain disappear. 


TEUCHSA GRONDIE. 


CANTO Xx. 


THE WAR CLOUD 


A. D. 1665. 


PREFATORY NOTE. Ka-na-ta-go, Onondaga Castle. Do-na-ta- 
gwe-no-da, an opening — Bath, N. Y. Yon-do-ti-ga, a great village — 
another ancient name for Teuchsa Grondie. Wa-wa-tay-see, the fire- 
fly —the little son of Wa-be-no-ka and Whippoorwill, who will be a 
great hero if this history shall hold out long enough. 

The original Ottawas occupied the valley of the great river of that 
name in Canada. The Neutral Nation occupied both sides of the 
Niagara River. The Eries, or E-ri-gas, and the Andastes occupied 
the south side of Lake Erie. The Hurons occupied the territory on 
the Matchedash River, and the Matchedash Bay, now a part of the 
Georgian Bay in Upper Canada. All these nations were destroyed 
by the Iroquois between 1648 and 1672, thus leaving our village com- 
pletely exposed to that terrible enemy. 

Under the totemic system a nation, or a confederacy of nations, 
usually contained eight clans or orders, which were closely interwoven 
and bound together by marriage and by the rules of descent. 

On occasions of great danger the Indian prophets sometimes con- 
sulted the oracles, in a small bark hut constructed for the purpose. 
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HIVE happy years have told their flight, 
Since that heroic, vengeful night, 
When Wa-be-no-ka, stranger guest, 
In one exultant — victor flame, 
Destroyed the hall of proudest fame, 
With prouder trophies of the West. 
And while the hero loves to roam, 
He dearly loves his cabin home ; — 
Secure from every threatened ill; 
To Wa-wa-tay-see, sprightly boy, 
He tells his tales of Iroquois, 
And chats with charming Whippoorwill. 
The son, a shoot of worthy race, 
Respectful to indulgent sire, 
To doting mother ever kind, 
And yet with soul of sterner stuff; 
The future age shall worthy grace, 
A proud, unrivaled fame acquire, 
If this our history, unconfined, 
Shall be extended long enough. 


Ti 
And Wa-be-no-ka makes a feast : 
The friend and far invited guest, 
In circle ’round the central fire, 
Are shining in their gay attire. 
And Whippoorwill, in social rite, 
Distributes richest sagamite ; 
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And Wa-wa-tay-see, succotash, 
Of native corn and bean and squash. 
The story and the ready joke, 
A roar of laughter oft provoke ; 
The moments fly in happy cheer, 
For all is friendly and sincere. 


PUI 


Behold a stranger guest arise ; 

And silence reigns; and eager eyes 
Are on him bent. His words are free — 
The kindred Pottawattamie. 


NO-NE-Y AH. 


My brothers of this ancient town, 

That fills the land with high renown; 
The singing birds have often told, 
The feat of Wa-be-no-ka bold ; 

By which O-nun-da-no-ga hall, 

With trophies, perished, one and all; 
And of his long and weary flight, 
Upon that vengeance-dealing night. 

And yet the story seems obscure ; 

The famous tale we would assure ; — 
We, strangers of the West afar ; 

Speak, Wa-be-no-ka, freely tell, 

What in that noble race befell ; 

How you escaped the Iroquois. 
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WA-BE-NO-KA. 
The night I chose, to daring feat perform, 
Was dark and troubled: Raged a thunder storm. 
The sleeping chiefs themselves were in my power; 
My arm I held, for prudence ruled the hour. 
The torch applied, the war-whoop yell I ring: 
With pouch and scalps I soon am on the wing. 
An hour the start is well, before the day 
The trophy loss and havoc shall display. 
The foe to draw from this my native home, 
With fiery speed, a southern course I roam. 
Thro’ vine and brush and bramble is the flight, 
A frightful path to traverse in the night. 
The morning dawns. I hear the ringing yell 
Of vengeance, thro’ the distaut forest tell. 
I backward look: I see the smoke arise 
From council hall, and mingle with the skies. 
And Do-ka-tee on every pathway flings 
Pursuing scout, as on the eagle’s wings. 
Think ye their nimble hunters on me gain ? 
Na, na; the chief that roams the western plain, 
From pride alone, outstrips the rushing wind, 
And leaves the foe and danger far behind. 
I sport with my pursuers. Speed I slack; 
And frequent cross the stream to hide my track. 
I stop upon the hill to mock their rage ; 
And when they heave in sight, I disengage 
Myself from all their toils. My wife and boy, 
Alone, would bring me from the Iroquois. . 
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I reach Ga-ha-to; plain of Skwe-do-wa; 

IT rapid pass Do-na-ta-gwe-no-da ; 

And as nor day nor night my feet I stay, 
The foemen yield; their echoes die away. 

I rest a day among the Erie clan; 

A fatal visit: Thus I bring the ban 

On that devoted nation. Iroquois 

Renew their fierce, exterminating war ; 

In full belief that they have sent the spy, 
O-nun-da-no-ga prowess to defy. 

I hasten home, secure from every ill, 

To Wa-wa-tay-see and to Whippoorwill. 
Ah, see! above our heads! in pious phrase, 
The household gods to nerve my future days! 
Those sad memorials of my kindred dear, 
Shall constant draw the sympathizing tear. 
The trophy scalps, my father’s withered arm, 
Shall fire my soul in every dread alarm ; 

In storm of war, shall every action string, 
And Iroquois shall fall at every spring. 
And thus my story have I briefly told: 
Ah! me, a stricken chief, you here behold! 
Be ready, braves, the warrior bow to bend ; 
To hurl the hatchet; cabin home defend. 


Vics 


The chief is silent. Long and loud applause 
Is quick succeeded by an earnest pause, 
As upturned eyes the relics meet: 
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And love and admiration quickly turn 

To thirst for vengeance; chieftains eager burn, 
In arms the bloody foe to greet. 

The hour is late. The owl aloud proclaims 

The morning star — the rising east in flames; 
The heavy air of night is chill: 

The guests their many vows of friendship make, 

And all, adieus of Wa-be-no-ka take, 
And Wa-wa-tay-see, Slee al 


Wwe 


The mighty drama opens: Iroquois, 
By universal, desolating war, 

The continent would domineer ; 
Their eight-fold cord — totemic order band, 
Can hurl a force against a foreign land, 

That few can stem and all may fear. 
The Hurons have already felt the wrath, 
Of those that carry terror in the path 
Of fiery onset. Also, distant far, 
The common foe have crushed the Ottawa, 
And sent them to the West, to cherish hate, 
And signal vengeance there to meditate. 
The E-ri-gas, the onset wild sustain ; 
They quickly fall; their efforts all are vain: 
They swell the ranks of mighty victor foes, 
To deal, in distant lands, their common blows. 
The Neutral Nation, on the thund’ring shore 
Of O-ni-ag-raah, soon are seen no more: 


434 TEUCHSA GRONDIE. 


The Hurons, in distress, upon them call ; 

The call they slight, and now in turn they fall. 
They beg for mercy, yet no mercy gain; 
Ho-dé-no-sau-nee spurns divided reign. 

In sweep of conquest, brave Andastes last, 
Are ’neath the power of haughty victors cast. 
France, in her new possessions, trembling stands, 
Before the fierce assaults of Mohawk bands. 
The common foe a proud defiance flings, 

And just alarm thro’ western forest rings. 

' Ah, lovely village, by the lovely strait ! 

Who shall protect thee from the common fate. 


VI. 

And Teuchsa Grondie feels the rising storm ; 
Alarm is on the wing in every form: 

The eagle’s yell, the hoot of frighted owl; 

Of dog the snarl, of wolf the dismal how] ; — 
A. bow and arrow painted in the sky ; 

A scalp upon the moon, that all desery ; — 

A jeebi train along the milky-way ; 

The blazing comet shooting far astray : — 

The northern light that upward faintly streams; 
The blinking stars above the land of dreams: — 
The glimpses of the moon behind the cloud ; 
The setting sun within a purple shroud :— 
The deeper shadows of the forest gloom ; 

The river, darkened, as for coming doom : — 

A sulph’rous odor in the summer rain; 

Big inky drops from raging hurricane :— 
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In short, a sense of danger in the air, 
That mutely tells of coming foe — 

A dread, a terror, breathing everywhere, 
Of deep calamity and woe. 


ive Las 


“ My brothers, come,” says Che-to-waik; 

“ Assemble on the public square ; 
Of Michabou wise counsel take ; 

The Manitou will meet us there.” 
A. frame of poles is quickly made — 

A circle, is its petty size; 
The bark and skins are on it laid: 

From this the oracles advise. 
With plumage now, the others deck 
The wise, prophetic Ken-na-beck. 

Into the hut he slowly creeps: 

Awhile the spirit quiet sleeps. 
The priest his supplication makes, 

In deep and melancholy tone; 
And then the hut in fury shakes, 

And soft is heard prophetic moan. 
The eager circle wait devout, 

Beneath the maple’s cheerful shade; 
And soon the prophet sallies out, 

And then is explanation made. 


CHE-TO-W AIK. 


And are the signs for coming war? 
Oh, tell us, brother, tell us true! 
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Are we to meet the Iroquois? 
How speaks the guardian Manitou? 


-KEN-NA-BECK. 
The storm arises. Mighty council hall, 
That sunk to ashes, rises at the call, 
Of sternest purpose. There the war-whoop rings; 
O-nun-da-no-ga chief to vengeance springs. 
The spy that wrapt Ka-na-ta-go in flame, 
To proud Yon-do-ti-ga, of noble fame, 
He skulking traces; vows the town shall fall; — 
That fire and fury shall envelop all. 


WA-BE-NO-KA. 

And let him come. His ever burning lust 
For wide domain, shall lay him in the dust. 
The precious relics that I bore away, 

Shall nerve this arm to stem the wild foray. 


4 


KO-KO-KO-HO. 
But will the:spirits, in the trying hour, 
Our blows direct with superhuman power ? 
Forbid the conquest of the ancient town, 
And grant our chiefs to win a high renown ? 


KEN-NA-BEOK. 


Who bravely fights, the Manitou will aid; 

The Pauguk grim, will seize the renegade: 
Then boldly strike; and fearless, worthy stand; 
For wife, and child, and home, and native land. 
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BOURDELAIS. 


As dire events are in the troubled wind, 

Permit the humble monk to speak his mind. 

Your mode of warfare best to you is known ; 

But we, of other land, suggest our own. 

We bow, at first, before the throne of grace, 

And there invoke a blessing on our race; 

Our many sins, for which the scourge is sent, 

In word and deed, we there sincere repent: 

The God of battles call, our blows to guide, 

And for our country and the right decide: 

And when triumphant we at last return, 

The Te Deum we chant; the incense burn. 

And still, the means we use, to proper end ; 

With line and moat and guard the town defend. 

Strong arms, brave hearts, may win the doubt- 
ful day, 

But ramparts will insure the battle fray. 

Dame nature, this, a fortress n’er intended ; 

And yet the town is easily defended. 

To southward is the ample river tide ; 

The moat shall rise upon the triple side. 

From thence we safe may hurl the deadly blow, 

And firm resist the onsets of the foe. 


Vatelele. 


In Condé’s ranks the monk had learned, 
To some extent, the art of war ; 

And this to good account he turned, 
Against the threatening Iroquois. 
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The good advice the chiefs attend ; 

Adopt it with reluctant praise; 
And working parties quickly lend 

A willing hand the moat to raise. 
In circle wide, from strand to strand, 

Around the huts the line is run; 
Protecting squares the ditch command, 

Which any prudent foe may shun. 
The river, too, must be defended, 

Against the swimmer and the fleet; 
And soon the line is there extended ; 

And thus the circuit is complete. 
A rag is on the maple hung — 

The flag-staff of the citadel; 
Defiance thus is boldly flung, 

To Iroquois with loudest yell. 
And now behold the cabin town, 

A worthy theme for humble bard ; 
With battlement of high renown, 

A new Parisian boulevard. 
And yet by storms of later years, 

And frequent culture of the ground, 
The famous rampart disappears, 

Till not a vestige more is found. 


Lie 

“ And still,” says worthy Che-to-waik, 

“The wise will strong alliance make, 
Although a confidence they feel ; 


# 
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Our clans, upon intelligence, 
Will rally as for self-defense, 

And bravely strike for common weal.” 
Says Ko-ko-ko-ho: “Quickly send 
An embassy to every friend, 

And every clan of kindred nation; 
To rally for a final cast, — 

To hurl the crushing thunder blast ; 

To carry death and desolation.” 
At once the embassies are sent, 

The firm alliance to cement, 

On every stream and every trail ; 
O-nun-da-no-ga, in the West, 

Shall stir a mighty hornet’s nest, 

And woe to him who dare assail. 
The Chippeway, and Kickapoo, 

The Ottawa, and Huron too, 

Miami and the Illinois ; — 
The Wyandots at once agree, 
With vengeful Pottawattamie ; — 

All, all will fight the Iroquois. 
And when begins the bloody fray, 
The birds shall bear the news away, 

To every cabin of the West; 

And then the forest of the strait, 
Shall ring with fierce Algonquin hate ; 
The tomahawk shall do the rest. 
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BOURDELAIS., 


Recall again that dreadful hour, 
That crushed the Huron’s mighty power, 
Upon the distant Matchedash ; 
Ah, while there yawned a nation’s grave, 
No wakeful guard a warning gave, 
Of dread impending thunder crash. 
Be wise in time. The foe may sweep 
Upon the strong, the armed — asleep ; 
And win by stealth and by surprise ; 
Then place the trusty sentinel, 
To give the timely warning yell: 
Prevent a useless sacrifice. 


we 


The chiefs again the counsel hear ; 
And day and night the forest swarms, 
With lynx-eyed watchmen, far and near, 
To notify of just alarms. — 
And now a painful, dread suspense, 
Each mind inspires, as grim as fate ; 
All feel the stake to be immense, 
And all the coming storm await. 


LTHUCHSA, GRONDIE. 


CEA INAINOW XY VL: 


THE STORM OF WAR. 


A. D. 1665. 


PREFATORY Note. Mi-no-sa-go-ink, the River Rouge, about 
four miles westerly from Teuchsa Grondie. It will be remembered 
that Pontiac held a grand war dance at the River Ecorce, some eight 
or ten miles westerly from Detroit, a short time before his attack on 
that village in A. D. 1763. In this Canto, as also in the next, it will 
be noticed that the town was twice indebted for its safety to Whippoor- 
will, the worthy wife of Wa-be-no-ka. 

At the date of this Canto firearms had been in use for several years 
among the Iroquois. 


Ife 


j)XCITEMENT rises. On the green, 
Heroic deeds, the braves proclaim ; 
Ancestral fame is loudly sung: 
Wild dances night and day are seen ; 
The yells of war the chiefs inflame ; 
Defiance to the foe is flung. 
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And yet the cabin home is sad; 
The pappoose shrinks from loud alarm ; 
The mother dreads the coming blow: 
Ah, what is war? A nation mad: 
Ah, how can human slaughter charm ! 
The mother’s and the orphan’s woe! 
The stricken heart may quickly heal, 
The heavy losses, few deplore, 
The wounded nation onward bound ; 
And yet a people long must feel 
The strife that every fibre tore, 
That raised the lofty battle mound. 
To hunters of the forest shade, 
Whose hut was oft in shoulder pack ; 
To rovers of the western plain ; 
Fierce war a dreadful havoc made: 
The conquered flew on every track ; 
Perhaps were never known again. 


Tie 


The night was dark. Upon her mat, 
The Whippoorwill in silence sat ; 
Quick throbbed her breast in anxious care: 
And as the gloomy moments fell, 
She thought she heard a distant yell, 
In murmurs on the troubled air. 
She quiet rose; she glided out; 
She listened, eager, still in doubt; 
The clouds bespoke an angry sky: 


a 
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The midnight hour was dark and chill, 

But all was calm and peaceful still; 

And yet she felé the foe was nigh. 

She quickly to the river went; 

She stooped, and to the surface lent 
Her listening ear. <A gentle roar — 
A murmur crept along the shore. . 

Is it the foe — the warrior train, 

In war-dance on the distant plain ? 
Before she yells the battle cry, 

She first will prove the danger nigh. 

She nimbly takes the western trail, 

From whence the sounds her ear assail; 
And tho’ the midnight densely flings 
Around her path his sable wings, 

She yet familiar knows the way: 

Here oft she tuned her childhood song ; 

Here trilled her merry roundelay: 

Now, silently, she glides along. 

Nor does her eager spirit shrink 

To ford the Mi-no-sa-go-ink. 

And now she more distinctly hears 
The echoes that awoke her fears. 

She also sees, reflected high, 

The camp-fires on the cloudy sky. 

She cautious winds the silent way ; 

Anon beholds, in bright array — 
Upon the distant grassy plain, 

In all the panoply of war— 
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In fury of the hurricane, 

The war-dance of the Iroquois. 
And there is bloody Do-ka-tee ; 

And there is gloomy O-to-quot ; 
And Tang-gu-shin, in fiery glee ; — 

Like fiends of demon world begot. 
The reeking scalp is upward flung ; 

The tomahawk is flashing high ; 
The battle song is fiercely sung ; 

The war-whoop echoes to the sky. 


IIl. 


Back flew the nimble Whippoorwill, 
While all was dark and silent still ; — 
Her chieftain told, in brief detail, 
Of foeman on the western trail. 
The hasty counsel now to take, 
They call the worthy Che-to-waik. 
The allied friends to notify, 
At once the trusty heralds fly ; 
That when the furious Iroquois 
Shall hedge the town in storm of war, 
Upon his rear, in forest shade, 
A foe may spring from ambuscade. 
The opening East is all aglow, 
And yet no sign of coming foe. 
The day is past; the sun is set 
Ho-dé-no-sau-nee linger yet. 
All night the chiefs a vigil keep; 
And as the morn awakes again, 
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A yell, like hoarse resounding deep, 
Is heard along the western plain. 


SViFe 


The foeman sees with much surprise, 
The line that breathes impending fates; 
And while his constant shouts arise, 
For once he doubts and hesitates. 
Behold the raging O-to-quot, 
Around the works in fury stride; 
To see if through unguarded spot 
Could rush the overwhelming tide. 
No point is found: For well combines, 
The ditch and rampart everywhere: 
Above, a crest of plumage shines, 
And watchful eyes are gleaming there. 
But Teuchsa Grondie trembles then ; 
Ho-dé-no-sau-nee now are nigh; 
There swells the wrath of mighty men; 
The war-cloud darkens in the sky. 
And yet can Wa-be-no-ka quail ? 
Or terror-hurling Che-to-waik ? 
Na, na; let him who dare, assail ; 
They soon will bloody havoc make. 


VER 


The foe the mighty storm begin ; 
Fierce yells the haughty Tang-gu-shin ; 
A thousand voices swell the din; 

The arrows sing along the sky: 
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And Teuchsa Grondie’s worthy train 
Send back the war-whoop shout again ; 
Their strong battalia firm maintain ; 

And whizzing shot for shot reply. 
The battle groans along the ground; 
The frighted forest roars around; 
Responsive, distant shores resound; 

The air is in commotion tost: 
Kenet, imperial, circles high ; al 
He downward throws his piercing eye; 
Fierce battle pours in every cry; 

“Onward,” he screams, “at any cost.” 
The Iroquois, with demon glee, 

Are seen to skip from tree to tree; 
And whoop with all their energy; 

And yet the arrow often hits: 
Again, the strong, defensive foe, 

The paint and plumage often show; 
And many fall beneath the bow; 

And yet his line’ he never quits. 
The monk his loud devotion sings ; 
His cheering voice old Duroc flings; 
And Whippoorwill the water brings, 

To thirsty braves along the line: 
And Wa-wa-tay-see, too, may vent 
Precocious rage. The arrow spent 
He gathers up. His mind is bent 

In fields of glory far to shine. 


v4 
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Wt 


But shall Oneida, distant fight ? 

Cayuga, not to charge incite, 

Till fall again the shades of night ? 
Was Mohawk ever known to fail ? 

Who shall the Seneca enchain ? 

O-nun-da-no-ga’s arm restrain ? 

Shall proudest victors of the plain 
Before a forest village quail ? 
And where that haughty, ribald jeer? 

That spirit, void of every fear? 
That scorn to own an earthly peer? 
That overwhelming, fierce array ? 
“On!” yells the raging O-to-quot ; 
‘“ We perish on this very spot, 
Or else we here forever blot 
That village from the face of day!” 


BV as 


As rush the clouds along ethereal plain ; 

As roll the waves along the troubled main, 
High bounding to the angry sky ; 

So rush upon the foe the Iroquois, 

And to the rampires bear the storm of war, 
With leap and shout and battle cry. 

And does old Teuchsa Grondie frighted shrink, 

As if already trembling on the brink 
Of woe and everlasting night ? 
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She never does. From yells of Che-to-waik, 
And all the rest, the very heav-ens quake ; 

No coward shuns the rushing fight. 
As torrents down the mountain gorges leap, 
Into the ditch Ho-dé-no-sau-nee sweep. 
To mutual slaughter bow and bullet tend, 
And heavy war-clubs on the brave descend. 
Quickly the foemen mount the frowning moat, 
While yells on yells in volleyed thunders float. 
The tomahawk in circles cleaves the air, 
And spectral Pauguk grimly hovers there. 
And many fall. O-nun-da-no-ga braves, 
Are sent in dozens to their honored graves. 
Fair Teuchsa Grondie bleeds at every pore, 
And blood, in rills, is creeping to the shore. 


AALAGL ie 


The moat is carried. Fiercely mingle now 
The hostile forces: Rage, on every brow. 
The hatchets fly and fall like rat’ling hail; 
The gleaming knives to mutual death assail. 
The battle cries to shore and forest ring ; 
The war-club thunders in its mighty swing: 
And many stately forms are lowly laid, 

To land of dreams a gloomy masquerade. 
And many foemen, grappled to the death, 
Commutual slay and yield their flying breath. 
Of hostile races, proud, the noblest blood 
Is freely poured, an undistinguished flood. 
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Then worthy falls, amid the horrid din, 

With other braves, the haughty Tang-gu-shin. 
And Teuchsa Grondie mourns her Sub-be-kah; 
And brave old Ken-na-beck and Shau-go-dah. 
Fierce Wa-be-no-ka, like the comet burns, 

And every foe and every danger spurns. 
Wher-e’er the tide of battle thickest seems, 
There towers his form and there his armorgleams. 
And even Wa-wa-tay-see mingles then, 

Among the manly acts of warrior men: 

His flying arrows on the foemen tell; 

And from his bow the lists of wounded swell. 
And Whippoorwill; ah! what can mothers dare, 
To guard their homes against the storm of war! 
If Iroquois shall win the dreadful day, | 
In flames the happy town shall flee away ; 
And wives and mothers, fathers, children —all, 
Beneath the hatchet, undistinguished fall. 

The Whippoorwill, and every worthy maid, 
And noble matron, eager lend their aid ; 

The weary to refresh, the water bring; 

The arrow spent, and hatchet, quickly fling 
To those that need: And when a foe is slain, 
They make the welkin ring with shouts again. 
And Duroc bravely mingles in the fray, 

As also does the pious Bourdelais ; 

For if the village yields to haughty foe, 

The monk and altar swift destruction know. 
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WOR 


But will, at last, Ho-dé-no-sau-nee yield ? 
Nay, hope it not; their home is on the field. 
As bends the forest to the sweeping gale, 
The brave defenders now begin to fail. 

And yet before an overwhelming tide, 

For life the issue bravely they abide. 

The swell of battle moves upon the square ; 
Beneath the maple: Many perish there. 

As mighty foes on every side are met, 

The sun of Teuchsa Grondie seems to set. 
Ho-dé-no-sau-nee seem to clutch the prize ; 
Their shouts resound and roll along the skies. 
Loud shrieks and groans in every cabin ring; 
Despair is rife and hope is on the wing. 

But hark! an echo! from the forest gloom! 
No echo that; no sign of coming doom. 

The war-whoop yell is ringing from afar; 
See! No-ne-yah! in panoply of war! 

See! Pottawattamie, in arms again, 

Now pouring swift upon the battle plain! 
See, how they stride in majesty and might ! 
See how they long to mingle in the fight ! 
See how their plumage dances to the sky ! 
What noble men, to conquer or to die! 
From grief and wild despair hope springs anew, 
As if inspired by guardian Manitou ; 

For warriors fresh, will horrid strife essay, 
And turn the fortunes of the dreadful day. 


# 
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Exes 


Think ye O-nun-da-no-ga, even now, 

Will to a western clan submissive bow ? 

Na, na; to fiery tortures firm they’ll go, 

But never bow to any mortal foe. 

And Do-ka-tee, and furious O-to-quot, 

In terrors rage as if of Mars begot. 

They quickly turn to Pottawattamie, 

And yell and spring as if to jubilee. 

Again the hatchets fiercely gleam on high, 
And war-clubs circle in the angry sky. 

And many braves and worthy chief are slain, 
And piles of dead are heaped upon the plain. 
Like Grecian chiefs before the Trojan town, 
The Iroquois sustain a just renown: 

And yet with Wa-be-no-ka in the rear, 

And No-ne-yah in front, unknown to fear ;_ 
Ho-dé-no-sau-nee must the battle yield, 

And leave, in rage, a well contested-field. 
With either host alone, the Iroquois, 

Would quickly deal exterminating war ; 

In blood of every age would revel still, 

And with unnumbered scalps their cabins fill: 
But now, with fierce, with unabated ire, 
Before superior force they grim retire. 

The allies high the shout of triumph swell, 
And Teuchsa Grondie echoes back the yell. 
The forest nods to hear the cheerful roar, 
And glad responds the distant vocal shore. 
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DAES 


The sun is rushing to the West, 
Glad tidings on the wing ; 
The skies, in richest purple drest, 
Triumphant banners fling. 
Brave No-ne-yah, invited guest, 
Within the village lines retires ; 
And there the victors sink to rest: 
The guard sustain the watchful fires. 
Regardless of the chilling damp, 
In forest shade, upon the ground, 
The sullen Iroquois encamp, 
Beyond the ancient burial mound. 
As night advances, war-whoop yell 
Is often heard, like distant horn; 
It sounds a dismal funeral knell; 
And all await the rising morn. 


THUCHSA GRONDIE. 


CANTO XXVIII. 


WA-BE-NO-KA. 


A. D. 1665. 


PREFATORY Note. Shields of bark and of the skin of the bison 
were sometimes used among the Indians, as a defensive armor. Naval 
battles in bark canoes sometimes took place, though they were of rare 
occurrence. The disclosures, as related in this and in the twenty-fourth 
Canto, made by Ni-kan-no-kee, who, although an adopted Iroquois, 
was yet an Illinois, are regarded as entirely consistent with Indian 
character. 


itg 


A. NIGHT upon the battle field, 
Among the dying and the slain, 
Will oft its frightful visions yield — 
The horrid strife renew again. 
The soul, in raging fury tost, 
May every nerve to action string; 
May fear the doubtful struggle lost; 
Unconscious for the foeman spring. 
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How many visions, dark and dread, 

Upon that bloody, frightful plain, 
Again, the worthy foemen led, 

To strike, among the ghastly slain! 
How many jeebi ’round the nest 

Of pappoose, in the cabin home, 
Through wakeful or unquiet rest, 

In spectral train were seen to roam! 


slg 
Brave Wa-be-no-ka, on his mat, 
Of public danger thoughtful still, 
In deep reflection calmly sat, 
Beside his anxious Whippoorwill. 


WA-BE-NO-KA. 
Oh that I knew if Iroquois, 
Were weary of this dreadful war! 
Oh that their losses might induce, 
A swift retreat or friendly truce! 
Or that the blows he got to-day, 
Might hold the mighty foe at bay, 
Till other allies, far and near, 
Could join us in the struggle here. 


WHIPPOORWILL. 
This day, this dreadful day is won; 
And yet before the setting sun’ 
‘To-morrow, terror-dealing foe, 
May hurl a last —a fatal blow. 


# 


WA-BE-NO-KA, 


The night is fogey. I will ply 
The office of the artful spy ;— 
With cautious 'step his camp assail, 
To see what counsels there prevail: 
To see if, ere the sun arise, 
He plans a darksome enterprise ; — 
To see if, on the coming day, 
He flies to home or battle fray. 


WA-BE-NO-KA. 

Na, na; here rest till morn return; 
"Tis meet that I the danger spurn. 

I know each path of tangled ground, 

About, beyond the ancient mound. 
I know each tree and bush to shun; 
And if discovered, swift can run, 

Thro’ covert wood to sure retreat ; 
Pll creep along in silent ken, 
Tll probe the very lion’s den, 

And learn his purpose in defeat. 


a 
To be prepared for any sudden strife, 
The hero took his hatchet and his knife. 
He silent issued from the cabin shade, 
And for the gloomy forest nimbly made. 


455 


The fog was dense; the darkness was profound : 
A stench of blood arose from reeking ground : 
And none but keenest, piercing, practiced eye, 


Could any object, path or wood descry. 
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His foot is light; nor cat can lighter tread ; 

To listen, oft he stops, among the dead. 

No sound is heard but of the distant owl; 

Or farther still, of wolf, the dismal howl. 

A form—a shade is seen! The practiced ear 

Detects a footstep, cautious, drawing near ; 

And Wa-be-no-ka, silent, crouches low, 

To learn if made by friend or skulking foe. 

The step advances still; and gleaming eye 

Is seen, like star athwart the hazy sky. 

“Hist, hist!” says Wa-be-no-ka; “oh, I pray, 

A wounded warrior safely bear away: 

If till the morning dawn I here must le, 

By vengeful foe, an Iroquois will die.” 

The wary chief would thus the foe mislead, 

If foe he be; and shun a mournful deed, 

If on some secret mission, secret friend, 

Might thus his steps towards the village bend. 

“But what,” he whispersstill “thy worthy name? 

For sure this act denotes established fame. 

No niggard souls the Iroquois display ; 

And if they did, such would not now essay 

The guarded lines.” A whisper in reply 

Is quickly heard: “Beneath the western sky, 

Thad my birth. I am an Iroquois: 

I was a Chic-ta-ghick, — proud Illinois! 

The change was wrought by fate—by firm 
decree ; 

My first, my only name — Ni-kan-no-kee.” 
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W A-BE-NO-KA. 


Hush, hush! Thou worthy chief. And can you 
keep 

An early friendship — graven long and deep 

Upon the soul? Ah, brave Ni-kan-no-kee, 

Thy friend — young Wa-be-no-ka speaks to thee! 


NI-KAN-NO-KEE., 


I can, for I was once an Illinois; 


Thus far I can defy the Jroquois. 


WA-BE-NO-KA. 


But why, on this obscure and heavy night, 
Among the foemen, range the field of fight ? 


NI-KAN-NO-KEE, 


I haste to tell, for soon I must return 

To camp again; I snuff the early morn. 

A sturdy, fearless band of Iroquois, 

To yet retrieve the fortunes of the war, 

Have stole above the town, to river side; 
From whence, in boats, upon the gentle tide, 
As soon as fully dawns the coming day, 

And as the fog shall lightly float away, 

They fierce intend to dash upon the strand ; 
And then, with tomahawk and blazing brand, 
In one fell swoop, renew the battle fray: 

Be wise the worst to meet; haste, haste away. 
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IV. 
They part at once. The [linois 


Resumes his camp, an Iroquois; 
And Wa-be-no-ka rapid threads, 
The path that to his cabin leads. 
The council meet upon the square, 
At midnight’s gloomy hour; 
For threatened danger to prepare — 
To meet a naval power. 
.A wise defense is quickly planned, 
The foeman’s fleet to brave; 
And soon is formed a chosen band, 
To meet him on the wave. 
The worthy leader Che-to-waik, 
To man the lines will undertake — 
Whoever dares, will meet; 
And Wa-be-no-ka, commodore, 
In martial pomp, along the shore, 
Commands the river fleet. 


Vite 


At length the early morning cheers, 
And yet no blushing East appears: 
The town, the forest, river — all, 
Is covered with a misty pall. 
The eye can scarcely trace the view, 
The length of cabin or canoe. 
The forest weeps, and drops in tears, 
The air a winding sheet appears. 
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A precious time for foe to spring, 

And mighty column silent fling 
Against the line; the town essay, 
And turn, perhaps, the doubtful day. 


Wels 


The sun advances up the skies; 
The fogs, in circling eddies, lave 
His face obscure. They slowly rise, 
And dim unfold the gliding wave. 
As floats the misty screen away, 
The eyes, beneath the curtain, meet, 
In naval pomp and firm array, 
O-nun-da-no-ga’s martial fleet. 
A shout from Wa-be-no-ka tells ; — 
A deep surprise to O-to-quot ; 
And yet his anger fiercely swells, 
Despite the fatal counterplot. 
The boats along the water sweep, 
As thirsty arrows eager sing ; 
The war-whoop rolls along the deep, 
Commutual death is on the wing. 
Ho-dé-no-sau-nee bear the shield, 
Of hardened bark in rounded form; 
The other, skins of bison wield, 
To guard against the arrow storm. 
The navies mingle—fierce engage ; 
Again the hatchet gleams on high; 
The foemen throw the deadly gage, 
The war-club circles thro’ the sky. 
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And man’y a graceful bark canoe, 

In sorry fragments quick is torn ; 
And man’y a warrior sinks from view, 

And down the current quick is borne. 
Into the flood fierce Do-ka-tee 

Is thrown by Wa-be-no-ka brave; 
The Iroquois, with demon glee, 

Drags Ko-ko-ko-ho to the wave. 
They grapple fiercely —sink and rise; 

They ply, in fury — each his knife ; 

They roll and writhe in deadly throe ; 

They dash the water to the skies; 
They strangle, in the fatal strife ; 

They shoot to dismal realm below. 
And O-to-quot but poorly makes 
A naval warfare on the lakes, 

With those that by the deep are bred; 
He now retreats; he quickly lands; 
A final hope — his dreadful bands, 

To storm the lines will soon be led. 


VIL. 


Brave Teuchsa Grondie now prepare, 
The boldest feats of war to dare; — 
The fury of the field to share; 
The thunderbolt is poising high: 
The wildest desperation, now, 
Would stamp defeat upon thy brow — 
To haughty victor make thee bow; 
List — listen to the battle ery! 
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See O-to-quot, with lofty stride— 
See Iroquois, in all their pride, 
Approach, the issue to abide; 
Themselves upon the line to fling: 
Now Wa-be-no-ka, Che-to-waik, 
With firm resolve your station take ; 
Once more Ho-dé-no-sau-nee shake; 
Let eager arrows deadly sing. 
They come, they come! like ocean swell; 
The skies hurl back their mighty yell; 
Now frightful blows will quickly tell; 
Ah, hear the arquebuse resound ! 
Stand, brave defenders, firmly stand ! 
Meet, meet the foemen hand to hand! 
Oh, strike for home and native land! 
The line, the moat are hallowed ground! 
The shelter Wa-be-no-ka spurns, — 
In open view his whoop returns ; 
For war his every fibre burns; 
In terror waves his plumy crest: 
To hated foe he loud exclaims, — 
“J wrapt your council-house in flames ; 
My yell awoke your sleeping dames; 
I took your trophies of the West.” 
With this his hatchet rapid falls; 
Proud Iroquois, the Pauguk calls ; 
The slaughter bravest hearts appalls; 
And still his weapon reeks on high: 
His war-club, with a mighty swing, 
Is death itself upon the wing; 
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And foemen fall at every spring; 
O-nun-da-no-ga turn and fly. 
The ditch, the hero quickly leaps, 
And o’er the plain in terror sweeps; 
The ground, with dead and dying, heaps; 
His voice is like the howling deeps; 
He drives the flying foe amain: 
He gleams, upon the plain afar, — 
Saladin — with his scimetar ; — 
ARneas — in his whirling car ; — 
Ulysses — in the suitor war ;— 
Achilles — on the Trojan plain. 


Mediai Ebi 


The field is won; and still the foe, 
To yet retrieve the fatal day, 
Return and hurl a crushing blow; 
In havoc wield a dreadful sway. 
Again the war-club thunders tell ; 
On high the circling hatchet gleams, 
And heroes, with a gasping yell, 
Affrighted, flee to land of dreams. 
Hen now, O-nun-da-no-ga might, 
May win the fortunes of the fight: 
E’en now, in triumph, bear away, 
The glories of the dreadful day. 
At even hand with single foe, 
The Iroquois no equal know: 
In arms they hold the argument, 
As well attest the continent. 
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And Teuchsa Grondie backward reels — 
The mighty shock of battle feels: 
Loud, Wa-be-no-ka rings the cry, . 
To nobly conquor, or to die. 


Dexn 
What earthly comfort can compare, 
To that which comes on gilded wings, 
As round us gathers black despair, 
And hope anew upon us springs! 
Ah, listen! On the northern plain, 
Loud bursts the war-whoop from afar: 
Ah, welcome, Kan-ne-tow again! 
Thrice welcome brave Tai-go-ne-ga! 
The Hurons rush upon the field — 
The friends, of ruined Matchedash ; 
And with them fearless Wyandot ; 
A. hero every man appears: 
Ho-dé-no-sau-nee, die or yield! 
Now comes the final thunder-crash ; 
Now tremble haughty O-to-quot ! 
Ah, Teuchsa Grondie, quell your fears! 
Nay, nay; expect not Iroquois, 
To shrink from any doubtful war ; 
As long as hope and chance remain, 
They fiercely brave the battle plain. 
And now resounds the dreadful ery ; 
Hoarse thunders roll along the sky: 
The forest lends a deafening roar, 
That echoes to the distant shore. 
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Like stars that fire autumnal skies, 
Intensely flash the foemen’s eyes: 
From side to side the hatchet gleams ; 
A crushing bolt the war-club seems. 
Old Che-to-waik, wher-e’er he goes, 
Makes ample room among his foes ; 
The valor of his youth returns : 
Tai-go-ne-ga his vengeance takes, 
A ghastly pile of foemen makes, 
And still for slaughter fiercely burns. 
And chieftains fall. Brave No-ne-yah, 
Is hurled to waiting Po-ne-mah. 
The worthy, fearless Kan-ne-tow, 
Receives a deadly hatchet blow. 
A. brawny — giant Wyandot, 
In fury drives at O-to-quot ; 
The Iroquois before him frowns: 
Impelled as by a mighty spring, 
Their tomahawks in fury swing ; 
The dreadful yell of death resounds. 
They fiercely grapple; hand to hand; 
A gazing circle ’round them stand ; 
_ By terror all are held apart: 
The Iroquois, with ready knife, 
Triumphant ends the horrid strife ; 
He drives it to the foeman’s heart. 


ne 
And yet O-nun-da-no-ga, now, 
Thy lofty form prepare to bow; 
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See swift advance that fiery brow ; 

The hero of the western plain: 
With blood his war-club reeking teems ; 
The spirit of his father gleams 
Around his head, from land of dreams ; 

Old Mus-ko-da-sa lives again. 

“T bore your trophies proud away,” 
Says Wa-be-no-ka: “ Rue the day, 
Ye brought the deadly battle fray, 

Around these western village walls:” 

His weapon sweeps upon the wing; 
His battle shouts in thunder ring; 
Down comes the blow with mighty swing, 

And O-to-quot a ruin falls. 
Triumphant whoops invade the sky ; 
Their tomahawks the victors ply ; 

.Ho-dé-no-sau-nee turn and fly, 

Pursued by yells and ribald jeers. 
The victors gather up the slain, 

To land of dreams an honored train : 
Fair Teuchsa Grondie breathes again; 
And freely sheds her grateful tears. 
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TEUCHSA GRONDIH. 


CANTO XXVIII. 


THE JUBILEE. 


A. D. 1665. 


PREFATORY Norte. The discussion in regard to the prisoners is 
intended to show the effect which the teachings of the missionaries 
may be supposed to have produced among the Indians at the date of 
this Canto. 

It is difficult to determine when the Indians abandoned the site of 
Teuchsa Grondie; but as the place was unoccupied at the time Cadillac . 
founded Detroit in A. D. 1701, and as La Salle does not report a vil- 
lage there at the time of his first voyage up the Lakes, in A. D. 1679, 
they are supposed to have done so sometime between 1665 and 1679, 
on account of the frequent and dangerous incursions of the Iroquois 
past their village to the upper lakes. 


I. 
H'ROM that disastrous, frightful day, 
Repulsed, the foemen haste away ; 
They sullen flee to home afar — 
To their own Ka-na-ta-go-dah. 
The chiefs shall tell of western foes, 
To frighted children, yet unborn ;— 
Of Wa-be-no-ka’s mighty blows; 
Nor brave Algonquin warrior scorn. 
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it 
At Teuchsa Grondie, on the public square, 
The funeral rites the people now prepare : 
While battle plains a nation’s glory tell, 
There, stricken hearts and deepest sorrow dwell. 
While from the Lakes to distant Mexico, 
Unnumbered tongues applaud the kindred foe — 
That sent Ho-dé-no-sau-nee might and main, 
To his Long House, discomfited, again ; 
Tho’ victor name, upon a thousand wings, 
Thro’-out the western forest loudly rings ; 
Yet far and wide, in every forest shade, 
For worthy slain, a dismal moan is made. 
And in the victor town, of many fears — 
In every hut, are groans and floods of tears. 
The fall-en braves in honored mound are laid, 
And, circling round, 1s long procession made. 
Among the rest are many neophytes, 
For whose repose are said the Christian rites. 
The solemn mass— impressive — grand display, 
Is loudly sung by pious Bourdelais. 
Nor does he fail to bless the heavenly power, 
For safe deliv’rance in the dreadful hour : — 
That France and Rome, in this a holy war, 
Have England foiled with haughty Iroquois. 


4 Bp ate, 


And hapless, now, appear a captive band, 
Expecting fire and torture at the hand 
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Of victor foes; yet firm as ocean rock, 

To grim endure— defy the dreadful shock. 
And shall these fearless, ever gallant foes, 
In sad defeat, be overwhelmed with woes ? 
And must the victor, in the joyful hour, 
Upon the brave, assert his brutal power ? 


BOURDELAIS., 


It is enough to triumph in the field — 

To make the haughty foe, or die.or yield. 
Ye worthy victors, would ye mercy find 2 
Then to unhappy braves be ever kind. 

A vengeful foe perhaps ye thus disarm ; 

A generous act the hardest heart can charm. 
The faith requires it; holy faith of God; — 
To spare, like Him, the fierce avenging rod. 


CHE-TO-W AIK. 


Although to mercy I incline, 

And would the gallant warrior save; 
Yet is not torture, here, divine? 

Ah, where is Mus-ko-da-sa brave! 


TAI-GO-NE-GA, 
For sudden, overwhelming crash, 
Upon my own dear Matchedash ; — 
For that exterminating blow, 
We, fiery tortures would bestow ; 
Yet Bourdelais, with earnest zeal, 
And honest care for public weal, 
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Proclaims aloud, in holy cause, 
A doctrine worthy of applause. 


DUROC. 
To bravely meet a worthy foe, 
And deal the loud resounding blow, 
Exalts the fame of any clan; 
But mercy, in triumphant hour, 
A glory sheds upon the power 
That domineers the fall-en man. 


WHIPPOORWILL. 
My cabin home, with terror fraught, 
As war was on the wing, 
A. gloomy frenzy highly wrought, 
That leaves a painful sting. 
Ah, how my fancy saw and felt, 
I soon should cease to live! 
How does my heart, in triumph, melt! 
Oh, let us now forgive! 


WA-WA-TAY-SEE. 


Oh, let them live! I dread to see, 
Their bodies in the flame ; 

Oh, loose their bands and let them flee, 
To land from whence they came! 


WA-BE-NO-KA. 
A thousand ruling motives now conspire, 
To ply the vengeful, all-consuming fire: 
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My father’s torture in that council hall, 

And fire and death, that stoutest hearts appall: 
The mutilation of his honored form— 

It stirs the soul to raging thunder storm: 

The many friends, now flitting ghosts afar, 

In land of dreams beyond the evening star: 
Around our homes, in stern and dread array, 
By these same men, the furious battle fray : — 
All these the torture claim from victor band, 
And vengeance waits from me the dread command. 
And yet I now will show the Iroquois, 

That we can soar above the chance of war. 

To conquer such a foe—a glorious thing, 

In future years to make the forest ring. 

_ This battle field, the future shall proclaim — 
A thousand echoes waken at the name. 

Let foes be friends; let war’s dread clamor cease: 
Ho-dé-no-sau-nee, go; depart in peace. 


EVs 
The foe their grateful lot receive, 
In silence, held as by a spell; 
They quiet take their final leave, 
And long of Wa-be-no-ka tell. 
Among the rest a chief is seen, 
Of lofty and imposing mien ; 
As others go, alone he stays; 
And for the victors clear displays 
A preference. He too, is free — 
Our ancient friend, Ni-kan-no-kee. 
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A captive, in a former strife, 

The victor spared his forfeit life. 
He dropt his nation — Illinois; 
Became a loyal Iroquois. 

Again a captive, breaks the band, 

That held him to adopted land. 
His fate, by Wa-be-no-ka spoke, 
Releases him from every yoke. 

He soon will joyful see, again, 

His home upon the western plain: 
_ He soon again will draw the bow, 
That lays the mighty bison low; 

Perhaps will wage a vengeful war, 

Against the distant Iroquois. 


Vi. 


And now the victor feast prepare — 
The grand — triumphal jubilee ; 
Assemble, all, upon the square, 
Around the ancient maple tree. 
Bring forth the steaming sagamite, 
The succotash of bean and corn; 
Give fullest scope to appetite ; 
Let gayest dress the day adorn. 
The people seated on the ground, 
Beneath a now benignant sky; 
Rare jokes and laughter free abound, 
And happy souls are beating high. 


20>) TEUCHSA GRONDIE. 


By gallant leaders, one by one, 
The dances, speeches, are begun, 
From juvenile to warrior gruff; 
And Wa-wa-tay-see leads the way, 
He who the hero would display, 
If this our song were long enough. 
Each rises in the ample ring, 
Of mighty deeds to loudly sing, 
That may to distant ages reach ; 
And then, excitement to enhance, 
He fiercely whirls in giddy dance ; 
And closes with a glowing speech. 


WA-WA-TAY-SEE. 
If I did not the foeman kill, 
With arrows oft I wounded sore; 
I showed the mighty chieftain’s will, 
And what could brave or chieftain more? 


DUROC. 
The implements of war I flung, . 

To braves that dealt the crushing blow; 
And then the wildest song I sung, 

To cheer them on against the foe. 


NI-KAN-NO-KEE. 
I seemed to ply my hatchet well; 
My swinging war-club heavy fell; 
With yells the battle plain I filled: 
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My task was difficult indeed, 
To seem to fight and seem to bleed, 

And neither kill or yet be killed. 
Though born a brave of Tlinois, 
I now was bound an Iroquois; 

To fate the chieftain sternly bends: 
Yet could I earnestly engage, 
And write a fratricidal page ? 

Ah, could I fight my ancient friends? 


CHE-TO-W AIK. 


What stronger force can nerve a blow — 
Can more inspire a thirst for fame, 
As fiercest storms of war appall; 
Than, if o’ercome, to simply know, 
That we shall perish by the flame ;— 


Extermination cover all! 


WHIPPOORWILL. 


Ah, how I trembled to behold, 
And to and fro, the battle sway ; 
And many brave defenders yield! 
What if our fate had thus been told — 
Ho-dé-no-sau-nee, gained the day, 
In triumph swept the bloody field! 
How would he swell the victor cry, 
And sport with every trembling life, 
And thro’ our village lordly stalk! 
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How would he fiery tortures ply, 
And wield his bloody scalping knife, 
And swing his crushing tomahawk! 


TAI-GO-NE-GA. 
My nation, on the distant Bay, 
In one fell swoop was swept away ; 
In broken, fragmentary bands, 
We wander far in stranger lands: 
And yet this mighty victor blow, 
Redeems a life of hapless woe. 
Ah, what can like the war-whoop ring, 
When fiery vengeance nerves the spring ! 


BOURDELAIS. 


The Lord on high alone will vengeance take ; 
His were the bolts that made the mighty quake. 
As loud the battle swelled upon the air, 

_The cross I raised upon the public square ; 

In lofty strain, revolving chant I sung, 

And grateful incense round the altar flung. 

In praise of God, let every heart abound; 

Let vocal forests to His name resound. 


WA-BE-NO-KA, 
To God, or Sprite, or guardian Manitou, 
Whoe’er the sovereign be, the praise is due: 
And yet with all, each warrior chieftain knows, 
The triumph lies in heayy, crushing blows. 
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My brothers, all; ye did your duty well; 

In distant ages high your fame shall swell. 
Perhaps the birds, upon the joyful wing, 
Thro’ circling years, my honored name may sing; 
Perhaps the forests catch the grateful strain, 
And send the echoes over every plain. 


Vi. 

“ Now for the dance, your places take ; 

The whirling dance ;” says Che-to-waik. 
Upon the square, on either side, 
The parties, ranged, the sign abide. 

Aloud the choral voices swell ; 

Oy high resounds the festal yell: 

And to and fro at first they sweep ; 

At first a steady movement keep. 
But soon the wild excitement grows, 

_ And every face with frenzy glows. 

The swinging arms are thrown on high; 

The plumage dances to the sky. 
The steady measure soon forgot, 

Each whirls and leaps upon the spot. 
The wild contortions, grim, aflright, 
Like spectral demons of the night. 

The mighty, troubled, bounding mass, 

A den of furies might surpass ; 

So fierce they every muscle play: 
Their yells are like the ocean roar, 
When billows lash resounding shore, 

And toss on high the cloudy spray. 
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But wild extreme, in any form, 
Its own reaction will maintain; 
And soon abates the festal storm; 
The host are seated once again. 


WIE ibe 


Tai-go-ne-ga arises now, 
The vast assembly seated still; 
Majestic is his manly brow: 
He begs a song of Whippoorwill. 
“Ah, sing the song of victory, 
That soon will ring thro’out the West ! 
Oh, touch the cords of sympathy, 
That vibrate in the human breast!” 
She gently rises to the view ; 
A smile is beaming in her face ; 
She seems a guardian Manitou, 
Endowed with every pleasing grace. 
At once applause in thunder tells, 
For her — the living power of song; 
Upon her fixed is every eye: 
And as her lofty stanza swells, 
The chorus, loud, the host prolong; 
It rolls along the vaulted sky. 


THE JUBILEE. 


SONG OF VICTORY. 


1. 

The foemen came, in dread array — 
The terror-dealing Iroquois ; 
The foe that holds a mighty sway — 
That loves to storm in battle fray, 
In all the panoply of war. 


CHORUS. 
The mighty, terror-dealing Iroquois, 
In all the dreadful panoply of war. 


2. 
The strong alliance then we sought, 
O-nun-da-no-ga clan to face; 
Of chiefs that often bravely fought, 
And deeds of signal valor wrought — 
The chieftains of Algonquin race. 


CHORUS. 


O-nun-da-no-ga’s haughty clan to face, 
The chieftains of the proud Algonquin race. 


3. 
On, onward comes the dreadful foe; 
He strides along the battle plain; 
He twangs the mighty hunter’s bow; 
He deals the heavy, deadly blow ; 
And yet we hurl him back again. 


CHORUS. 


He strides along the groaning battle plain, 
And yet we bravely hurl him back again. 
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He steals, obscure, upon the deep, 
A sore repulse to artful save ; 
But while he would upon us creep, 
Our light canoes in fury sweep ; 
We quickly drive him from the wave. 


CHORUS. 


A sore repulse he thus would artful save ; 
We bold assail, and drive him from the wave. 


5. 


Again he storms along the land; 
His war-whoop yell invades the sky ; 
We make a final —noble stand ; 
We grapple with him, hand to hand; 
Fly, fly! Ho-dé-no-sau-nee fly! 


CHORUS. 


His war-whoop yell invades resounding sky ; 
Fly, fly! Ho-dé-no-sau-nee, turn and fly ! 


6. 


Ah, look upon the battle plain! 
A dreadful charnel house it seems: 
Ah! gather up the honored slain — 
The braves that n’er shall fight again — 
That hasten to the land of dreams. 


CHORUS. 


A dreadful charnel house the battle seems; 
Of braves that hasten to the land of dreams. 
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ie 
Let every western forest wake, 
And ring triumphant with acclaim ; 
Let earth itself responsive quake ; 
Let river, prairie, rolling lake, 
Resound our never-dying fame. 


CHORUS. 


And ring triumphant with a loud acclaim ; 
Resound afar our never-dying fame. 


8. 
My song is ended. Happy home! 
We love thee, Teuchsa Grondie, still; 
We love thee wheresoe’er we roam: 
Then once for all, loud chorus, come-— 
Respond again to Whippoorwill. 


CHORUS. 


We love thee, happy home; we love thee still; 
And loud respond again to Whippoorwill. 


END OF TEUCHSA GRONDIE. 
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AN OLD SAW NEWLY RENDERED... 


Although nor wise nor deep in thought, 
A maxim we present that none may scorn ; 

The maxim this, of wisdom fraught: 

Who would success in life be taught, 
Must row his own canoe and toot his horn. 


Are you at school in younger day, 

With obstacles unnumbered full in view ? 
Where lessons interfere with play ? 
Would you surmount the weary way ? 

Then toot your horn and row your own canoe. 


Are you a doctor, wise and deep ? 

And yet unknown, in poyerty, forlorn ; 
With practice rare, or low, or cheap ? 
Would you to reputation sweep ? 

Then row your own canoe and toot your horn. 


Perhaps the trader is your lot; 

Would you with golden flowers your path bestrew ? 
Avoid the bankiupt’s heavy blot ? 
Retire, with troubles all forgot ? 

Then toot your horn and row your own canoe. 


Perhaps the artisan you toil ; 

Perhaps the farmer—to the manor born: 
And would you gather golden spoil ? 
Gain richest fruits from rugged soil ? 

Then row your own canoe and toot your horn. 
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Do you, a briefless lawyer, trudge, 

And mourn that merit never finds its due ? 
Submit to frowns of surly Judge 
And all that your success begrudge ? 


Then toot your horn and row your own canoe. 


Are you a scholar, deeply read, 

With culture that would any place adorn ? 
And do you lack your daily bread ? 
And other wants and sorrows dread ? 


Then row your own canoe and toot your horn. 


Would you in social circle shine, 

A strutting coxcomb, vulgar parvenu ? 
Sublimest ignorance combine 
With golden calf in lofty shrine? 


Then toot your horn and row your own canoe. 


Perhaps to office you aspire, 
From public crib to draw your daily corn; 
Then quiet pull the secret wire, 
Nor shun the name of cheat and liar; 
And row your own canoe and toot your horn. 


Perhaps in death you still are mad, 


And at the tomb your pride would bring to view ? 


On marble write, however sad, 
The virtues that you never had ? 
Then toot your horn and row your own canoe. 


WRITERS. 


Let him that writes pursue a worthy game, 
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The game that proudly soars toward the sky; 


Naught else can e’er secure a worthy fame ; 
Naught else can reach to immortality. 
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SELF CONTROL. 


A worthy triumph; one that shines afar, 

We oft may gain, in raging civil war 

Of self with self. Is provocation sent; 

Or slight affront; or word by malice lent, 

Or drop’t in innocence and misapplied ; 

A —nothing, or to nothingness allied: 

Do we sustain the hateful, random fling 

At birth or rank; or bitter word, to sting 

The self esteem: Is humble occupation 
Reyiled or slurred —a deep, a sore vexation : 
Does trivial thing annoy, however slight, 

In life’s great drama: suffer we a blight 

In fondest hopes: Are trials lent to test 

The power of self-control; and kindly, lest 
We fail in virtue: Then we quickly dash 
Contentment by. The eager lightnings flash. 
The calm gives place to rolling thunder clouds, 
And tow’ring fury, darkly, fiercely shrouds 
The whole existence: Every fibre feels 

The raging tempest: Reason quakes and reels 
To gain the mastery. Ah! then behold, 
Unruly passions in rebellion bold 

Against their Lord! The sequel wait: And will 
The traitors yield, or brave the contest still ? 


Oh yes, they yield at last, 
The Ocean swell subsides ; 
The storm so fierce is past, 
Now still the surging tides. 
Many the battle sore and long, 
That poor, weak man has won; 
But vict’ry o’er himself, so strong, 
Is virtuous life begun. 


aime wi 


BREVITY, 


In satisfaction calm, the victor smiles: 

The foe within has played his artful wiles; 
And, in the wild excitement of the hour, 
Has bid defiance to the ruling power. 

But now the traitor and the treason yield, 
And surly quit the well-contested field. 

The vanquished, in the storms of future day, 
May still the sway of reason fierce essay ; 
Yet reason may, in empire of the soul, 

Its rule assert, sublime in self-control. 


BREVITY. 


How many strive for the sublime, 

And volumes write in prose or rhyme, 
Nor thoughts or words condense 

Forgetful that the long essay, 

Can seldom live to distant day, 
Though loaded down with sense. 


We therefore try a shorter section ; 

And this, upon mature reflection, 
And not from levity. 

And here perhaps it ought to end — 

To lengthen out does not amend, 
This happy brevity. 


Behold of spicy verse, 
This rare example ; 

And of this writing terse, 
A simple sample. 
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And terser still, 
No loose excess ; 
Behold the skill! 
The rare success! 


If wit the point supply, 
In brief expression ; 
How heavy, tedious, dry, 
Is long digression ! 


Then ye who speak or write or teach, 
And all who argue, sing or preach, 
This merit is the chief; 
And do not let enthusiasm, 
Or oratoric cataclysm, 
Prevent your being brief. 


The task is difficult, we know; 

The subject will upon us grow, 
But still the promise keep: 

To say direct what you’ve to say, © 

And let the hearers go away, 
Before they fall asleep. 


CONTENTMENT. 


The busy world may eager play, 
In hopes that quickly melt away ; 
And struggle on from day to day, 
For tempting bubbles in the way, 
And prizes that evasive stray ; 

But not in these will calm contentment smile. 
Far other themes content the mind— 
The moral and the mental kind, 

That flee not with the fleeting wind, 
But leave all vanities behind, 
And light the soul where all was blind; 

These higher gifts contentment may beguile. 
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Nothing speaks grief $0 well as to speak nothing. 

CRASHAM. 

There is a pang that spurns all soothing cares: 

The pang the mourner feels. It matters not 

If worldly goods and social worth be there, 

Refinement and the cultivated man. 

The case they meet not. Strong but tender cords, 

That link the heart to heart, the soul to soul, 

Are rudely snapt; and this by Hand that gives 

And takes at pleasure. When His rod afflicts, 

And He the trembling soul wrings from the lump 

Of vanquished clay, and dark and desolate 

The scene, nor tears nor moans nor magic wand 

Can change the stern, the final dread decree. 

In vain our sympathetic nature weeps ; 

And all that we can say or do is vain: 

Dead silence is by far the better part. 

The heart that still survives is struck as with 

The hand of death. In moans and tears it may 

Relief obtain, but comfort none; no more 

Than can the pulseless heart for which it sighs. 

The rupture far too deep for aught but balm 

That comes from God direct. ’Tis He alone 

Can soothe our woe; and He can soothe it well. 

Who thus can wound, the pain can well allay ; 

And time, in power to heal, stands next to Him. 

His instrument is time. and this He wields 

For wisest purposes. And time, old time 

Eternal is, except so far as He 

Shall cut it short. And time shall bear away 

Our woes, our pains, our sufferings, our name, 


486 HOURS OF RECREATION. 


Our memory —all, as on a gentle, sweet, 

Delicious stream, to dark oblivion. 

And as we thus glide on, the pangs we felt 

We feel them less and less. The wounds are healed 
To rigid scars; and all by kindly means 

Which God vouchsafes and sends to our relief. 
Forever more adored His holy name! 


THE REGRET. 


To Georgie Cowley, Addison, N. Y. 


If inclination ruled the hour, 
My heart would fly away; 
Impelled as by resistless power, 

To see the wedding-day. 


And yet tho’ distant far I seem 
I’m present none the less ; 

O, may there spring from bridal dream, 
A world of happiness. 


Ever truly yours, 


LEVI BISHOP. 
Dated Detroit, June 2, 1869, 


OME TU aen mas 0 Et aM Te WER) IN, 


TO REV. W. H. MILBURN. 


Dear friend, we guide thee to the altar, 
To worship there on bended knee; 

And tho’ thy step may never falter, 
Ye touch our warmest sympathy. 


Those eyes that once like sapphires burned, 
In vain they ope, in vain they rise ; 

And yet thine eye of faith 1s turned 
To future home beyond the skies. 


To that calm voice of prayer so clear, 
The saints in glory seem to bend; 
The God of mercy, drawing near, 
A listening ear will kindly lend. 


As glowing words the arches fill,- 
And richest imagery abounds, 

The heart and soul with rapture thrill; 
We seem to hear angelic sounds. 


Ah, sweep that heavenly chord again! 
Salvation is the worthy theme ;— 
Salvation ; yes, a Saviour slain, 
Us, sinful mortals to redeem. 


Oh, if these lines shall greet thine ear, 
Alas they cannot meet thine eye! 

Oh, may you find in them to cheer, 
To smooth your pathway to the sky. 


There no dim light shall intervene ; 
Nor tear is there, nor sigh or moan; 
There you shall see as you are seen ; 
There all shall know as they are known. 
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Agia ips Aa atardo, 


Our jubilee! Forever blest! 
To day we all are one: 
To-day this nation of the west, 
The rights of freedom to attest 
Its grand career begun. 


Then, clouds and darkness gloomy hung, 
Above the infant state ; 

And yet our flag on high we flung, 

And songs of freedom loud we sung, 
This day to celebrate. 


At last the mighty struggle came, 
That bravest might appall ; 
And tho’ the hero struck for fame, 
- Still higher was the patriot’s aim — 
His country, all in all. 


Now rages, dread, the storm of war, 
The fiercest lightnings play; 

And yet the tattered flag, afar, 

Is gleaming high a radiant star; 
Columbia gains the day. 


And peace within our border dwells, 
And plenty everywhere ; 

Unbounded energy impels; 

The nation’s greatness rapid swells ; 
And all, the blessing share. 


JuLY 4, 1870. 


Where peace and freedom jointly reign, 
Intelligence the guide ; — 
Where equal laws the right maintain, 
And vice and tyranny restrain, 
True glory must abide. 


Red civil war is on the wing; 

The friend to foeman turns ; 
See brother for his brother spring! 
Their bosoms to the carnage fling! 

A demon fury burns. 


Again, the storm has died away, 

The bow is in the sky ; 
And brighter gleams from bloody fray, 
The gladness of the peaceful day ; 

Sad recollections die. 


Like Anteus again we rise, 

Renewed, from mother earth ; 
On high the union banner flies ; 
Loud hallelujahs rend the skies, 

As for a second birth. 


May God in mercy still preside, 

And shape our destiny ; 
Confirm and strengthen, far and wide; 
Thro’ every danger safely guide, 

As one and ever free. 


Bed rok Fi EA ES 


The search for truth is ever sweet; 
Its full possession few attain. 

The truth will make this life complete ; 
Insure for us eternal gain. 


o2 
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THE OYSTER. 


Beneath the water, near the strand, 
Retired as in a cloister ; 
Upon the gravel, rock or sand, 
The bay or river near at hand, 
Is found the growing oyster. 


The iron rake, or tongs, or hook, 

Or other means shall raise them ; 
And as they drip and seem to look, 
And seem to call for ready cook, 

The epicure shall praise them. 


With salt and pepper on the shell, 
I cheerfully will take them ; 
The opener storms the citadel; 
My tongue, it waters like a well; 
They vanish ere I wake them. 


You recommend the dainty pie, 
The fanciful escalop ; 

You urge the stew, the mealy fry ; 

Then down they go, as all we try, 
As if upon a gallop. 


No matter what the form, I ween, 
For spoon, or fork or platter; 

Just let the appetite be keen, 

And soon we sweep the table clean, 
Amid a lively clatter, 


Away with salad, gobbler, quail, 
In quiet, or in royster ; 

Nor can the ortolan avail; 

They all must soon ignobly fail, 
Beside the luscious oyster. 
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ith BAR, 


“Strive mightily, 
But eat and drink as friends.” 
TAMING THE SHREW. 


L. 


When bards the Lybian desert sing, 

And thence the fragrant breeze invoke ; 
Then flowers of poesy may spring, 

From barren 'Tidd and quaintly Coke. 


I: 


Say ye, of active life and strong, 

Ye who have toiled severe and long;_ 
Ye who have stood and nobly stand, 
The first of this forensic band; 

Is there in life in all its stations, 

In all its varied occupations — 

Is there a calling, yea or no, 
That taxes like it here below? 


Lys 


A new herculean task each litigation ; 

New facts, new law, or new in application. 
The work is long, the toil is ever dreary ; 
The goal has charms, the way is ever weary. 
Explore we must in books however musty ; 
No precedent ignore however rusty ; 

Pursue an endless round of technic drudgery, 
And wisdom seek beneath a load of fudgery. 
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How many quickly turn astray, 
Unable to endure the pain; 

How many falter in the way, 
With oyer-loaded, shattered brain. 


V. 


Ye anxious student, would ye gladly learn, 
Why some by magic skill, can always turn 
To good account, full all they chance to know, 
And vastly more? Why every reckless blow 
They random give, brings on them as by stealth, 
A dazzling fame, and wide renown, and wealth ? 
And why so oft, as chance of two is equal, 
And both are eager for the golden sequel, 
The one is sure to bear away, 
While scorning all digression, 
The glories of a doubtful day, 
In this our law profession ? 
And this perhaps by merest play, 
Or cool “adverse possession ;” 
Or, as may sneering rival say, 
By reckless, bold aggression ? 
And why on one alone shall swell, 
The popular applauses ? 
*Tis simple all, so fame would tell — 
"Tis that he gains his causes. 
The other may as well retire, 
To any place he chooses; 
In law, ’tis useless to aspire, 
Because he always loses. 
Or if he chance to gain a case, 
At heavy — double, treble cost, 
He does it with so bad a grace, 
The crowd believe that he has lost. 
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VI. 


Behold that something all can see — 
That off-hand manner, always free, 
Yet full of shrewdest guile: 
In proper place, the smile, the pun ; 
The serious air, the touch of fun; 
The happy lawyer style. 
Nor can success be well foreseen ; 
The future is behind a screen, 
Like range of future life ; 
The man himself must lift the veil; 
In difficulties never quail ; 
The proof is in the strife. 


Vir 


But why 1s failure seen so oft, 
Where culture, education, 

Jn nothing end, or end in soft 
Professional negation ? 

The reason plain, or plain may seem, 
That causes this vexation ; 

Nor need it wound the self-esteem, 
*Tis want of adaptation. 

Here influence, and taste refined, 

And wealth, and graces well combined, 
May dance around ambition ; 

If adaptation want, beware ; 

See disappointment written there ; 
He lacks the one condition. 


Vit. 


Nor can this work discouragement, I ween; 
For whose conceit at blooming, bright eighteen ; 
Does not in self, in mighty self detect, 

A wondrous prodigy of intellect ? 
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The tyro can in modest rival trace, 
The failure and professional disgrace ; 
While yet he deems himself a chosen star, 
To rise and blaze and glitter from afar. 
And thus the way is open, free to all; 
Ambition rings aloud the stirring call ; 
And well the noble mind may try it: 
Let all aspire, and let him win who can ; 
But let the race bespeak the worthy man: 
Dread ye afailure? No; defy it. 


ENS, 


The law profession; worthy field! 
A truly noble calling! 
When vice it shuns and does not yield, 
To pettifoggers’ bawling. 
When aspirations run not low, 
H’en in degenerate day:, 
Nor oft succeed les Ohicaneauz, 
Les Petits Jeans so gay. 
When high its aim, not sorded pelf, 
A yirtuous power to wield, 
It has for others and itself, 
The helmet, sword, and shield. 
Then boldly for the right it stands, 
And throttles what is evil ; 
It strikes with honest men, the hands, 
Nor fears to face the devil. 


IS 


And in a nation’s worthy cause, 
When agitation shakes the State, 

The lawyer may proclaim the laws 
Above the rage of factious hate. 


THE BAR. 


His very life, the air he breathes, 
Are law — the vital form of right; 
If wrong above the right he sees, 
He for the law will boldly fight. 
The advocate may quell the wrong, 
May soothe the anguish, dry the tear; 
Protect the weak against the strong, 
And to the just his name endear. 
And such a calling well may claim, 
The mind and heart of gen’rous youth; 
For then its practice is the same, 
With love of justice, love of truth. 


XI. 


Nor this is all: reflective mind 
May soar above material things; 
May dash all sordid pelf behind, 
And mount upon celestial wings. 
Released from labors of the day, 
The soul may tune the lyre and sing: 
May gather flowers along the way; 
May sip the clear Pierian spring. 
It may be verse or measured prose, 
It may be solemn, gay or witty; 
And yet the muses well may close, 
A heavy day of Kent or Chitty. 


XII. 


And is it true, perhaps ye ask, 

That hours of lofty meditation, 
May quiet crown the daily task, 

And that as pleasant recreation ? 
Yea, doubt it not; apply the test: 

As Logic drags the heavy hour, 
Imagination, Fancy, rest, 

Then spring in turn to active power. 
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Another force is brought in play, 

That Logic may regain its might ; 
The powers of mind that dormant lay, 
Are fresh for wing and lofty flight. 
Though active mind, from daily round 

Of endless toil, may weary be, 
It springs elastic at the sound, 
Of soul inspiring melody. 
To Fancy’s flight no bounds are set; 
The richest fields before us lie, 
Where thoughts may other thoughts beget, 
In freely rolling reverie. 


nde 


Then let the man of law aspire, 

His eyes upon the heavenly choir, 
Till not a cloud shall intervene: 

In mental culture never tire, 

Till every dross shall feel the fire, 
And final judgment close the scene. 


A JUDGE AS IS A JUDGE. 


Ah, who is that —of surly tone? 

That consequential figure head ? 
That speaks as from a regal throne, 

And would impress a solemn dread ? 


Oh, this is what we call a court, 
Where suitors meet and meekly stand ; 

But where the rights of men are sport, 
For loans as bribes of cash in hand. 


“ His Honor ” here—the “ Learned judge.” 
That egotistic holds the sway, 

Is burlesque all ; is worse than fudge ; 
His voice is but a solemn bray. 


BLATHERSKITE. 


BLATHERSKITE. 


Spoken in character by at 


A burden rests upon the mind, 

Of which the wise and good may write ; 
The mighty subject is to find, 
And clear unfold to dull and blind 

The proper sense of blatherskite. 


To start with beasts: The surly dog, 
That growls and snaps as if to bite; 

The stubborn ox upon the bog; 

The nag that holds the tedious jog ; 
May each be termed a blatherskite. 


The girl and boy that idly shun, 

Where truth and culture free invite; 
A wicked race have thus begun ; 
Will soon a race of sorrow run; 

Will soon become the blatherskite. 


The crafty beggar that by stealth, 
His tale of want can grim recite; 
And pity claim; and yet has wealth 
In ample store; and strength and health; 
Expose the cheat — the blatherskite. 


The miser, with a heart of ice, 

Whose very smile is chilling blight; 
Whose coffers are his paradise ; 
Who blooms in every sordid vice; 

Oh, blast the blasted blatherskite! 
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The would-be critic; ever wise 
In self conceit, yet seldom right; 
A lump of venom in disguise ; 
A chronic grumbler; ah despise 
And kick the sneaking blatherskite. 


Who social circle ape to lead, 
Without the solid requisite ; 
Where high pretension is the creed, 

And every look betrays the breed; 
Ayaunt, ye vulgar blatherskite. 


Behold the swelling parvenu, 

The uninvited parasite ; 
Who tawdry flaunts in public view ; 
To baser instincts ever true; 

In every place a blatherskite. 


The ever happy, smiling home— 
A theme we know is always trite; 
Who mar it; or neglectful roam; 
Its present peace and that to come 
Destroy; Oh, brand the blatherskite. 


Shall we a stanza,-brief, essay, 

Of theme that shuns the ear polite? 
Let wild suggestion freely play? 
No; no; the fashions of the day, 

Court other name than blatherskite. 


Ye who, with eye and ear intent, 
Behold us here so gaily dight ; 

The real scamp to represent; 

Ye soon may guess the skitey meant, 
And silent name the blatherskite. 


A dozen rhymes we thus have made, 

And some perhaps the muse will fright; 
Have run a word in every shade; 
Who likes it not, the renegade, 

May write himself a blatherskite. 
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EASTER ANTHEM. 


Dedicated to Col. and Mrs. Mansfield, 
Detroit, April 8 1879. 


Sing the loud anthem o’er land and o’er sea; 
The Savior is risen, his people are free. 


Strong was the tomb, but its fetters are broken, 
And from its dark slumbers He rises to save: 
Oh, vain were its terrors! of sin the dread token! 
Emmanuel conquers the tyrant—the grave. 


Strike the loud cymbal o’er land and o’er sea; 
The Savior has risen, his chosen are free. 


Praise to the Victor! He dies not again: 
Now o’er his dominions in justice shall reign. 


Who can be silent! Oh, tell the glad story, 
Of loud hallelujahs to swell the full tide! 

For Jesus the slain now comes forth in his glory, 
And all that reject him shall fall in their pride. 


Shout the loud anthem o’er land and o’er sea; 
Jehovah has triumphed, his kingdom is free. 


POETS. 


Severe tne poets labor ever, 

To reach but one permissive line; 
How many labor on, and never, 

Can reach or hope the song divine. 
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PIONEERS (OF DHTROIT: 


Introductory poem read before the Pioneer Society of Detroit, by the 
President, Levi Bishop, Esq., on May 4, 1871, and published at the request of 
the Society: 


In ancient days, on every hand, 
The West, without compeer, 
Inviting smiled a promised land 

To hardy pioneer. 


The call we heard, obeyed it well, 
Unknown for weal or woe; 

And yet, with all, we rarely tell 
Of fifty years ago. 


From nearly every state and nation, 
To western land we came; 

Our each profession — occupation, 
Records a worthy name. 


We found a home, by choice or fate, 
Beside this noble river; : 
The lovely “City of the Strait,” 
We cherish now and ever. 


The forests, rivers, azure skies, 
Then lent their charming mood; 
Now, cities — palaces arise, 
Where once the cabin stood. 


The pioneers of other climes 
In quiet here we found ;— 

Adventurers of other times; 
Now both as one are bound. 
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And time the flying years has told, 
And long has been our toil; 

We gather now, from days of old, 
The rich but withered spoil. 


The fatherland, the early home, 
Our recollections fill; 

And though we left them far to roam, 
We oft re-visit still. 


The past we love to ponder o’er, 
The memory to cheer; 

We note the fast receding shore, 
That soon will disappear. 


And many, too, have left the scene, 
In silver locks and sear; 

We'll drop beside their evergreen, 
The sympathizing tear. 


As former days we here recall, 
In reminiscence cast; 

In course we also soon must all 
Be numbered with the past. 


May He that kindly led us here, 
A far exploring band, 

Still guide us, when the end is near, 
To His own happy land. 


FATHER IS RICH. 


From poverty the father rose ; 


He struggled on against a host: 


And now his life he soon will close, 


As many thousands he can boast. 


The hopeful son can see it all ; 


A life of idleness will run ; 


From social pride he soon will fall ; 


And end where first the sire begun. 
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ALEXANDER J. FRASER, Esq. 


The parents’ lament upon his early death. 


Oh, sad was the lot of the child we loved dearly, 
The son—only son, that from us now is torn; 

And short were his years, tho’ the spring time was cheerly, 
The bright early promise untimely we mourn. 


Whatever seemed worthy, of care and of culture, 
Was freely bestowed, with refinement and taste; 

* Yet all now has vanished, as if the stern vulture 
Had pounced on the garden and left it a waste. 


We counted upon him, as age was declining, 
The evening of life to sustain and solace; 
Alas, he is gone, and, in fruitless repining, 
We mourn with the loved one he left in his place. 


His grave we will moisten with fountains of sorrow; 
There wither the hopes that were lately in bloom: 
‘With flowers we will-strew it, and wait for the morrow, 
- The morrow that springs from the sleep of the tomb. 


IN MEMORY 


Of our late highly esteemed friends, 
Hon. ALEXANDER D. FRASER, 
And CARoLINE May FRASER, 

By Mr. and Mrs. L. B. 


WIFE IS AWAY. 


WIFE IS AWAY. 


Soliloquy of a Lonely Husband. 


Oh welcome, lone cricket, thy song, 
Tho’ never so dull be thy lay; 
Oh linger, thy music prolong, 
For now the dear wife is away. 


The hall and the kitchen are mute, 
Where Bridget of late had her say; 

Nor even the clock will dispute, 
That the mistress of all is away. 


The dining-room, cosy and neat, 
Is shrouded in gloom and dismay ; 
We miss that dear social retreat, 
Whenever the wife is away. 


The parlor is lonely and dredr, 
In spite of its tasteful display ; 
It has not a smile or a cheer, 
So long as the wife is away. 


The pictures that hang on the wall, 
Are now but a dismal array ; 

The dear, charming picture of all — 
The wife—is away, far away. 


The evening her curtain may spread, 
The beams of the noon to allay; 

The flowers their sweet odors may shed, 
Yet still the dear wife is away. 


Then heavy must be our refrain — 
A sigh in the brief roundelay, 

Until she returns once again — 
The wife who is far, far away. 
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Note.— The following compositions are first published in the 
Third Edition of my poems; A. D, 1876. 


Our MorniIne GLroRY. 


Come listen to a pretty story ; 
Its length is not alarming; 

Tis all about our Morning Glory, 
So lovely, sweetly charming. 

They ope their eyes at early dawning, 
As quiet they were sleeping ; 

And starting in the cool of morning, 
They up the vines are creeping. 

See how thelr tints are mildly blending, 
From purple deep to whiteness! 

The smile, the kiss they now are sending; 
They laugh in dewy brightness, 

See how they peep to all beholders, 
And how their cups are spreading ! 
Then see them quiet shut their folders! 
Some hurt they must be dreading. 

They cosey nestle in the shutter ; 
The tree they now are climbing; 

See how their tiny leaflets flutter! 
How vain is all our rhyming! 

Ah how the all bewitching creatures, 
Can thus inspire our story! 

What shades are like the rosy features, 
Of our sweet Morning Glory. 


UNVEILING THE MONUMENT. 


Detroit, April 9, 1872, 
FORTI ET FIDELI NIHIL DIFFICILE, 


Aucun chemin de fleurs ne conduit & la gloire. 


The veil remove. Now let the curtain rise ; 
And let the fair proportions greet the skies. 
The stately work, to master genius true, 
May now attract and charm the public view. 
A breathing, speaking, patriotic soul, 
Is seen in every part and in the whole. 


The solid base, deep set and adequate, 
Bespeaks the firm foundations of the State. 
The bird of Jove, with gleaming eye abroad, 
The pile shall watch, the nation safely guard, 
The center shaft, that lifts its form on high, 
Severe in Attic taste, shall please the eye. 

The rich medallions, in the bas-reliefs, 

About the sides, bespeak the worthy chiefs. 

The noble statues which the work adorn, 

In armor proof, will every danger scorn ; — 
The humble brave to high command must yield, 
And yet his valiant arm must win the field. 
The graceful figure that presides above, 

May frown of war or glance the smile of love; 
The sword displayed, in hand for ready blow, 

A silent caution speaks to every foe. 
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The shield, extended far, in ample form, 
Shall every dart defy and every storm. 

The helmet crest and plumes that on it wave, 
Present the crowning glories of the brave. 


The whole — it speaks in volumes of the past — 
Of war’s dread tempest and the fiery blast: 
Of mail-clad Labor, brave the sword to draw, 
To vindicate the right, maintain the law: 
And while it fresh recalls our many fears - 
The days of anguish — days of bitter tears, 
It soothes the mourner for the kindred slain, 
And swells the glories of the battle plain. 
And while it tells of pains and heavy moans — 
Of marches, charges, wounds and dying groans, 
It speaks with calmness, yet with magic power, 
The peace and plenty of the present hour. 


The vacant spaces which their crowns demand, 
Proclaim the coming future of the land; 
As teeming millions, millions yet untold, 
The problem of the free shall far unfold. 


The work is worthy: Those who fought and fell, 
Are here remembered ; and this work shall tell 
Their deeds of valor. Those who fought and live, 
May here review war’s dread alternative. 


And here the artist in his choicest art, 
Has touched the tender fibres of the heart — 
The generous heart that wept at every blow, 
Tho’ distant far perhaps from every foe: 
Ah, who the caitiff vile, that cannot feel, 
For manly souls that brave the frowning steel; 
That hear the roar of battle on the plain; 
That hear the groans and bleed among the slain ! 


The pile is worthy. Figures true to life, 
Here silent tell the horrors of the strife. 
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And this attractive group, at every view, 
Shall stir the blood and nerve the arm anew. 
As we around it walk and gaze above, 

It tells us of the land we dearly love ; 

As we behold the just proportions blend, 
They tell us of the land we must defend ; 
And still as we admire from base to dome, 
Our hearts embrace our dear, our native home 
Here as we calmly feast delighted eyes, 

We learn our rich inheritance to prize. 

Here we may learn the price our freedom cost; 
Here firm resolve it never shall be lost. 


The work is worthy — full of art refined ; 
Who is not here improved is truly blind. 
Here sentiment and feeling well conspire, 

To fan within a pure — a sacred fire. 

And as our thoughts expand and freely rise, 
They seem to reach the outworks of the skies. 
And though our country felt the heavy rod, 
We bow content beneath the hand of God: 
Yea, tho’ the nation reeled, and to and fro, 
His justice we proclaim in every woe; 

And then, as peace returns, our voices raise, 
To Him, as justly due, in songs of praise. 


And now, as we survey the active past, 
The present, and the future brightly cast, 


Thick crowding thoughts in thankfulness arise, 


And praise and prayer, to Him above the skies. 
May He that led us in the early years, 

Thro’ many toils and many bitter tears ; 

That nerved our arm against a mother’s hate, 
And smiled benignant on our infant State;— 
May His kind mercy still with us abide ; 

May He direct and still the nation guide; 


May He defend thro’ clouds and anxious fears ; 


And guard His own in future rolling years. 
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A SONG OF THE CIVIL WAR. 


For many obvious reasons, among which are some of the well 
settled rules of epic poetry, the real names of the principal actors 
as also their places of residence in the Saginaw Valley, together 
with the name and place of the great battle, are, in the following 
composition, left entirely to conjecture; and, from the objects I had 
in view, I have not deemed it necessary to pay very special attention 
to chronological order, Ip 187, 


Harp of the west! that long hath silent hung, 
Attune thy notes to strain as yet unsung! 
The page historic now will be our theme; 
The war’s dread clamor and the battle’s gleam. 
Of him we sing — the worthy volunteer, 
That meets the foe, devoid of every fear. 
Of her we sing — that saw her country’s cause 
Above all else, while true to nature’s laws. 
We sing the charging host, the dying groan ; 
The tears of sorrow and the distant moan, 
We sing the captive, firm in prison hold; 
The fearless maid’s adventures manifold : 
The lost one found in hostile land afar ; 
The happy union in the storm of war ; 
The safe return from every danger free, 
To join the choral shout of victory. 
Attractive theme! Auspicious Muse, prolong 
The flowing verse! Inspire a worthy song! 
The lines may then beguile the weary hour ; 
The stanzas lend a charm to lonely bower: 
The lyre may soothe our sorrows o’er the grave ; 
The Muse may add a laurel to the brave. 
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CANTO FIRST. 


Upon a wide and far extended plain, 
That seemed to roll like gently rolling main ; 
Beside a stream which, by unvarying law, 
Eternal feeds and swells the Saginaw, 

There stood a cottage. High upon the hill, 
It overlooked the meadow and the mill; 
And from its door, as rich the harvest grew 
A native forest charmed the public view. 
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There dwelt the pioneers of other times, 
Who sought a western home, from other climes; 
And quiet there, from year to year was seen, 
A worthy son by name of Johny Green. 

The boy was faithful to indulgent sire, 

And to his mother kind. Nor did he tire 

In prompt relief to whomsoe’er had need, 
While friendship true appeared in every deed. 
An active lad, he grew to twenty years; 

Nor wayward life, the sigh or fruitless tears 
Had ever drawn. His father’s, mother’s love 
Were on him shed, like fountains from above. 


The farm our Johny tended; watched the kine; 
The plow directed; trained the creeping vine: 
The teeming seed in loamy furrows cast ; 

The flocks, a shelter gave, from snowy blast. 
With swinging axe he made the forest ring, 
That crackling fuel to the hearth might bring 
The cheerful circle, song and winter’s tale, 
Despite the frost without and chilling gale. 
To school he went, beside the public way, 

His books to con ; was active, too, at play: 
And when the task was done and lesson said, 
He of the class was often at the head. 

And as the moon was gleaming on the snow, 
And cheeks that braved the cold were all aglow, 
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With sleigh-ride party, late the brilliant night, 
He swept the plain with rollick and delight. 
And in the town, in ample music hall, 

As horn and viol charmed the country ball, 
There, in the contra-dance, in whirling scene, 
Was often found the happy Johny Green. 


Upon the plain, within a thrifty wood, 
Across the stream, another cottage stood ; 
And though in summer, leaves of ash and oak 
The view obstructed, yet the curling smoke 
That upward stole, beyond, from day to day, 
In silence told of friends ne far away. 

And there was found another pioneer, 

Who, with a wife and child and scanty gear, 
Expecting wild adventures manifold, 

Had left the land of pilgrim fathers old — 
Had run‘the great canal, and Erie main, 

Nor hoped to see his native land again. 

The child was sprightly — bright as morning star ; 
Her piercing eye, in forest shade afar, 

Would quick discover, void of childish fear, 
The nimble squirrel and the browsing deer. 

She grew a maid; and then she often went 

On sly emprise of mischief; often spent 

Her leisure hours, in rearing rose and pink, 
And vine and violet; and o’er the brink 

Of gliding stream — the gentle mirror brook, 
She sometimes bent, to court the smiling look ; 
A look when e’en reflected, that might well 
True love inspire — true love for Larabelle. 


At home our Lara, on the useful bent, 
Her willing service to her mother lent. 
She ever held the busy — active life ; 
Her tact and prudence often quelled the strife 
Of hasty words. At school she often led 
The eager class, yet none there were to dread 


LARABELLE. ‘ay lt 


Her modest excellence. She kindly cast 

A smile below as if she were the last. 

Nor she, in harvest time, would shun the fields, 
Where hay, new made, delicious fragrance yields ; 
But there, in lightsome dress and janty hat, 

She filled the air with glee and merry chat ; 

And oft’ she took the scythe, the rake, the fork, 
In high pretense to hasten on the work: 

And tho’ her strength could but a trifle yield, 
Her presence lent a magic to the field. 


She also angled — with the rarest skill, 
And from the brook her string could easy fill ; 
While others toiled and dashed their lines in spite 
At meagre luck, or none, with scarce a bite. 
And when the yellow sear of autumn came, 
And others caught, she freely dressed the game ; 
And when the neighbors met to husk the corn, 
Her cheerful presence would the scene adorn. 


_ And Lara drove the horses — to the town ° 
With rein and saddle gained a high renown. 
She well could check and guide the prancing steed ; 
Nor, self-possessed, did any caution need. 
And in the sleigh, upon the creaking snow, 
Of winter eve, her rosy cheeks would glow 
As with the biting frost the eager strife 
She freely waged, with all the gush of life. 
The jingling bells and laugh and merry song, 
The time beguiled as Lara dashed along. 
Nor was the race avoided: wild she flew, 
While plain and forest swept apast the view. 
And when the hall was reached — the dancing hall, 
And thickly swarmed the gala country ball; 
And music rose to waltz and giddy whirl, 
And every boy was matched with every girl; 
And when the figure and the lively jig 
Excitement lent; and no one cared a fig 
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What happened'elsewhere; then, amid the swell 
Appeared our Lara — charming Larabelle. 


Nor was the western land, in times of old, 
Without the Christian faith and Christian fold: 
Beneath a thrifty oak beside the wood, 

The neat but unpretentious chapel stood. 

Upon the Sabbath, here, of mien discreet, 

Would many friends and distant neighbors meet ; 
And earnest, here, the missionary sought 

The good of men, and free salvation taught. 

A faithful band were to the alter led, 

There to receive the cup and broken bread : 
Among the rest, to grace the solemn scene, 

Were Larabelle and worthy Johny Green. 


And thus were passed the busy days and years, 
With pleasing hopes, devoid of bitter tears. 
The land was ample: wicked were the strife, 
That might intrude to mar the happy life. 

His father, mother, loved their Johny Green ; 
They taught him virtue in the modest mien : 
To fame and honor true they showed the way, 
And found in him no wish to disobey. 

Her father, mother, loved their Larabelle: 

Her cheerful nature threw a charming spell 

On every circle — every social band ; 

Nor did she ever draw the reprimand. 

The youthful mates and neighbors, all around, 
In this fair girl a kind companion found : 

Her heart was guileless and her friendship true, 
And when her wish was known, at once there flew 
To her relief, a ready — eager throng : 

As quick they spring to right her every wrong. 
Nor in the circuit wide, was ever seen, 

A lad with more of friends than Johny Green. 
In every sport and game and enterprise, 

For leader shrewd and bold, approving eyes 
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Were turned to Johny, where at once, in brief, 
The strategist was found — the worthy chief. 
Nor was this favor, boastfully, confined 

To vague attachments, that too often bind. 

And loose again, as interest may suggest, 

Or fancy prompt ;——a flash; as quick at rest. 
Far, far from this: It deeply, strongly grew, 

As grows the oak ; was firm and ever true; 

And John could say that friends would never fail, 
Tho’ wildest storms the future might assail. 


And in this western land, as elsewhere found, 
The circles of the young might well abound 
In gay flirtations. Here the earnest youth 
Might also plight their vows of love and truth. 
And while the months and years were gliding by, 
Nor rumors told of love, the practised eye 
Could well discern, in Johny’s thoughtful mien, 
That Cupid there had lit his fires unseen. 
Or if observed, none could exception take, 
To that which well might happy union make. 
And one and all, as if by one consent, 
To hint suggestive, acquiescence lent. 
And one and all, in admiration due, 
As more and more the indications grew, 
Foretold the nuptials all approved so well, 
Of Johny Green and charming Larabelle. 


CANTO SECOND. 


A smiling peace, revolving years had told; 
Nor jealous foe, of nations manifold, 
Had plotted war, or preparations made, 
To cross our path or draw a shining blade. 
And yet with all, the apprehensive land, 
Bespoke a rising storm on every hand. 
’T was not the flitting cloud upon the air, 
But arms and havoc breathing everywhere. 
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There long had raged a fierce — a bitter strife, 
*Twixt North and South; now war itself was rife, 
On either part; and slavery’s clanking chain, 
Must rule or break, though legions might be slain. 


With speech prophetic, and with solemn art. . 
The councils of the nation saw depart 
The southern statesmen ; and the forfeit room — 
The empty seats, remained thro’ years of gloom. 
The star and stripe, replaced by star and bar, 
Proclaimed a long — a fratricidal war ; 
Surprise and doubt give place to dread alarms, 
As former friends, now foes, are seen in arms. 
And forts are seized, and ships are made away, 
With heavy cannon for the coming fray. 
And do ye, then, ye friends of summer sky, 
Intend to strike — to cast the fatal die ? 
Then be it so; to gage of war we yield; 
And change the garden to the battle field. 
If giant strength, reserved for other foe, 
Must rend ourselves; than be it, be it so. 


“To arms ye brave!” aloud the call is made: 
“Come forth who will, and draw the shining blade.” 
But may the nation, now, devoid of fear, 

Upon the arm rely, of volunteer! 

The law of arms — that stern unbending law, 
Its terror sends along our Saginaw. 

The timid and the cautious dread the strife, 
Where mutual blows will tell for death or life; 
And many friends and neighbors now would know, 
The men to shrink and who will bravely go. 
However valiant some in peace may be, 

They often waver, as they clearly see 

The test approach. They quiet would abstain, 
The fearful chances of the battle plain. 

Yet all is well: The freeman will defend 

His native land whatever may impend. 
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His heart responds “ To arms,” when country calls, 
To meet its foes, or if he stands or falls: 

And tho’ his flesh may dread its early doom, 

His lofty spirit soars above the tomb. 


Let come the worst, our John the goldier’s place 
At once will take; the coming storm will face: 
The cherished home for martial camp must yield. 
The rural haunt for stirring battle field. 
And Johny took his knapsack and his belt, 
And as he put them on he deeply felt 
The love of country every fibre move ; 
A love that conquers every other love. 
Nor do his kin the sly evasion plan ; 
They simply say: “ My boy, now play the man ; 
For your return we hope — devoutly pray, 
But ne’er disgrace us on the trying day.” 
And one there was who heard the solemn call, 
Which can the female mind so deep appall ; 
And she pronounced the resolution well: 
No weakly maiden was our Larabelle. 


The fife and drum, that stir the soul to flame, 
Were heard afar; from hill and valley came 
The yolunteers. The drill at random trod ; 
And yet the brave were seen in every squad. 
The order comes to march, without delay —— 
A biscuit take, and lightsome haste away ; 
The foe advances on the distant plain, 
The seat of empire boldly to regain ; 
The town that bears the name of Washington — 
The capital — defenseless, may be won ;— 
Its monuments; the millions that 1t cost; 
And all its prestige, too, may now be lost. 


And Johny hears the call and quickly goes 
To regimental ranks — to meet the foes, 
Wherever they may come; and, need we tell. 
_ That with him go the cheers of Larabelle. 
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Was there the blue, the stripe, the gay attire, 
The cap, the shady plume— that all admire? 
Did swelling music there its power essay, 

To rouse the soldier to the battle fray ? 

Nay, these were not ; and yet there waved above, 
The banner token of the land we love. 

And while the rural hat might lack of grace, 
Calm, under each, the patriotic face 

Was clearly seen. And while the civic dress, 

Of many colored ranks, bespoke the press 

Of hasty call, beneath the homely gear, 

There beat the hearts unknown to every fear. 


The order comes: “ Press onward to the front; ” 
To meet the foe and stand the early brunt 
Of fiery onset. Now adieus are said ; 
Tears rapid fall, with sobs as for the dead. 
Altho’ we freely may devote the friend, 
Our laws and homes and country to defend ; 
When separation comes and sons depart, 
Anticipations wring the stoutest heart. 
Now haste away; aboard the ready train: 
“Farewell old friends, if ne’er we meet again.” 
The cars are loaded — passengers and freight ; 
We soon approach “ The City of the Strait.” 
The banquet smiles; good wishes warmly tell; 
Proud banners wave; out rings the stirring bell: 
And shouts resound — the yell and wild hurrah, 
To cheer the brave to meet the distant war. 


As yet no arms their ready hands essay, 
But these shall meet them on the rapid way. 
Now hasten on — more brisk ye worthy band; 
The foe advances. Lincoln gives command. 
The boat, the rail — the rapid whirling car, 
Shall bear you quickly to the scene of war; 
While on the way the towns and cities cheer, 
And hearts beat high as draws the battle near. 
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And of this worthy band how many braves, 
Will sink untimely to their distant graves ! 
How many more, in writhing on the plain 
Of wounds and torture, wish them of the slain! 
And how the friends, impelled by nature’s law, 
Will sigh and weep beside the Saginaw! 

Ah, weep not thus! Let every cheek be dry; 
The brave are worthy if they live or die. 

If haply they return to waiting home, 

The Ze Dewm shall fill the lofty dome: 

If they shall fall upon the battle plain, 

No time shall quench the glories of the slain. 


The battle field is near. The ranging hill, 
The ledge, the bluff, the winding valley, fill 
The plain extended. And the cottage smoke, 
At times appears beside the stately oak. 

And rills that murmur by their flowery sides, 
Ere long shall drink their fill of purple tides ; 
While near at hand there sweeps a mighty river 
That on shall bear the battle name forever. 

On every hand battalions hurrying form, 

And sternly wait the swiftly rising storm. 
From every hill the cannon grimly frown, 

And stars and bars the vast battalia crown. 


Behold! a flash —a puff of smoke is seen, 
The first that meets the eyes of Johny Green. 
And then a sound rolls heavy o’er the plain, 
Like rolling thunder on the distant main. 
Then comes a ball, wild rushing thro’ the air; 
Like rending sail it seems to fiercely tear. 
The opening shot the firmest nerve will prove, 
And Johny’s ranks are seen to slightly move. 
It is not craven fear, for one and all, 
Are here to conquer or to nobly fall ; 
But untried men may wayer in the hour 
That tries the best, tho’ with accustomed power. 


d17 


518 LARABEULS. 


And now the bristling field is all ablaze: 
Magnificent; it charms the earnest gaze. 
In every range, the bullets fiercely sing ; 
In deafening sound, ten thousand anvils ring: 
The cannon plow the ranks, and cruel shells 
Their havoc send; while charging “ tiger yells,” 
By grape are met, which makes the bravest yield, 
And with the dead and dying crowds the field. 
A stifling smoke bedims the heavy air, 
While groans and thunders mingle everywhere. 


The flying horse sweep round extended flank, 
Approach the river with its rugged bank ; 
But as they pause, nor strike the instant blow, 
A volley lays the horse and rider low. 
Ah, such the time the great commander tries — 
To seize at once occasions as they rise. 
Far distant in advance a lonely gun, 
With few to guard it, may and must be won: 
A captain leads; to take it loudly calls; 
He takes it nobly and he bravely falls : 
His men indignant, with redoubled cries, 
Tho’ bullets rain, bear off the worthy prize. 
At times the battle rests, then flames agen ; 
On every side the horses, arms and men 
Bestrew the field; and death and havoc reign ; 
For such the horrors of the battle plain. 


The day is doubtful: Bloody. Kverywhere 
The slaughter rages. All the glory share; 
And both the loss. Yea, more. Each dying groan, 
That here is heard, will swell a distant moan; 
And of each gasping sigh the heroes draw, 
An echo fills the vales of Saginaw. 


“ Prepare to charge,” is heard along the line; 
And masses quick assemble, and combine 
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The solid column. ‘There, of calmly mien 
And firm of purpose stands our Johny Green. 
The hero sends an earnest prayer on high, 
That God in mercy now may hover nigh. 
Full well he knows that two in three may fall, 
And yet no prospect can his soul appall. 

The fire concentric of the ready foe, 

A storm of hail upon the mass will throw. 
The charging host the adverse line will try; 
It may itself a shattered column fly. 


The solid mass advance; loud rings the yell; 
And Johny sighs: “ My dearest Larabelle! ” 
And up the hill the column firmly goes, 
In fire and hail against determined foes. 
Devoted men! Devoted living form! 
How melts your front beneath the driving storm! 
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Could human strength avail, ye now would stand: 


How runs the life blood! Ah devoted band! 
Ye falter now! And now your ranks give way! 
Oh, fiery cloud, conceal the fatal day! 


The guard at Waterloo would neither fly 
Nor yield to hated foe. They chose to die. 
It was afolly. Valor, human strength, 
Have limits set, and both must yield at length. 
The broken, shattered column breathes again ; 
At least the half that lies not on the plain. 
“ Ah, call the roll, and let the answers tell, 
Who now survives and who that nobly fell.” 
And as the names are called, nor heard nor seen, 
Is our young hero — worthy Johny Green. 


CANTO THIRD. 
The blow that lays the soldier on the plain, 
Is felt by others, deeply felt again, 
Around the hearthstone, in the home afar, 
Where tears attest the havoc of the war. 
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Beside the stream that feeds the Saginaw, 
In calm submission to the Sovereign law, 
Are many friends in doubt and sore dismay, 
Who dread to learn the losses of the day. 
And doubt itself, with mingled hope and fear, 
Will melt the heart; will draw the silent tear. 
The vagrant rumors, on the rapid wing, 
May strengthen hope, and consolation bring, 
To friends and parents, anxious for the son, 
Who may survive a battle lost or won ; 
But still they feel a pang of bitter grief, 
And will, till all the truth shall bring relief. 


The home of Johny no relief could tell, 
And deeply sighed the charming Larabelle. 
“Ah, did he perish in the dreadful fray— 

In furious charge that closed the fatal day ? 
Did he go down amid the fiery blast, 

A brave unknown, in hasty burial cast ? 

Or did he to the foe a captive yield, 

And does he now survive the bloody field ?” 
No one could answer. None relieve the moan— 
The sigh responsive to the dread unknown. 

“ And will the future, with its silent pall, 

No tidings yield of his untimely fall ?” 

It must not be. The father’s, mother’s tears, 
And broken hearts, in now declining years, 
Will fatal prove, if naught is heard or seen, 
Of cherished lad—devoted Johny Green. 


How shall the quest be made to speedy find 
The fallen brave, or captive left behind ? 
The rapid trains, the steamers near and far, 
Are all purveyed to serve the hasty war. 
Can we reliance place upon the mail, 
To bear a letter? Foes may this assail. 
May earnest friend the hostile plain essay, 
And reach the spot that saw the fearful day ? 
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What if he does, can Johny there be found, 
Or dead or living, on the bloody ground ? 
Or will the hills and valleys of the’ scene, 
Glad tidings render of our Johny Green ? 


"Tis doubtful all; and yet will all unite, 
And try the best; each one will quickly write ; 
Yea write to stranger foe and distant friend ; 
No harm can spring from means to such an end. 
The father, mother and the neighbors kind, 
The post purvey, the volunteer to find. 

To every hospital and every friend, 

Whose place is known, the earnest letters tend. 
But can they wait the long return and slow, 
While days to weeks and weeks to ages grow ? 
Perhaps no letter will its owner find; 

Perhaps the mails be scattered to the wind: 
Perhaps the scouts of ever watchful foe, 

May seize, in hopes the plans of war to know. 


Whatever be the cause no tidings come, 
To cheer the aching hearts in Johny’s home. 
Ah, said the sire, I fear—I more than fear, 
Our lad will ne’er return our cot to cheer. 
But, said the mother, fear must not prevail, 
Till every search and every effort fail. 
An agent send, the father calm replies; 
In sorrow bent, as tears bedim his eyes: 
Yea let a messenger the field explore, 
Where late our son the brunt of battle bore. 


The agent goes; explores the distant round, 
Where’er the lad or body may be found. 
He soon returns in grief and in despair, 
With anxious friends the darkest fears to share. 
Ah now, the parents cry, must we give o’er 
The hopeful search. ’Tis clear we never more 
Shall here behold—in this the rural scene, 
The boy—the volunteer—our Johny Green. 
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The woman’s kindly soul will oft despair, 
When others hope and expectation share. 
And then again, when hope in man is past, 
The woman’s heart will cling unto'the last: 
Her lofty spirit wings the dread profound, 
And casts a cheerful glance on all around: 
Her thrilling voice the darkest hour will cheer ; 
Will oft induce despair to persevere. 

Among the many friends who shared the grief 
For Johny’s absence, Larabelle was chief. 
She mused upon the chances, far away, 
That might have led the soldier far astray. 
She calmly thought upon the varied train 
Of accidents around the battle plain: 
She pondered o’er, in every shade and form, 
That bloody day—that fiercely raging storm: 
She knew the danger that awaits the spy, 
Who should be ready—fearlessly to die. 
And yet with all, as fell the silent tear, 
She firm resolved, devoid of every fear, 
To seek the distant country of the foe; 
To every want and fortune undergo; 
And wide explore, in southern battle scene, 
The hidden path or grave of Johny Green. 
Tho’ terrors grim might fierce beset her way, 
Her mission shone resplendent as the day. 
Above the sickening fields of distant war, 
Arose the genius of her guiding star. 
If John were dead she soon his tomb would tell; 
If not, he would not hide from Larabelle: 
And if or living or beneath the sod, 
Him she would seek, while firmly trusting God. 


Nor trusted she alone. Throughout the land, 
The fervent prayers arose on every hand, 
Yea, to the little church will all repair, 
To ask the blessing of the Father there. 
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And will she, reckless, and without a guide, 
Or friend or kind protector, firm abide 
The bitter worst? She will; nor shot nor shell, 
Nor charging host shall daunt our Larabelle. 
And soon. with scanty purse and scanty gear, 
She calm departs. A thousand voices cheer. 
A thousand swelling hearts ascend on high, 
And there inyoke protection from the Sky. 


The steamer, pack-horse, and the rapid train, 
The heavy wagon o’er the mountain chain, 
The way diversify. The deep morass, 
The forest, and the river, she must pass. 
And as she nears the hostile-guarded lines, 
Of friend and foe, without the counter-signs 
Or pass-port safe; nor these, nor aught can bar, 
Her onward step where leads her guiding star : _ 
That she, alone, is on a worthy task, 
Is all the pass-port that a man can ask. 


She comes at last upon the bloody field, 
Where brothers met determined not to yield; 
Where legions fought a doubtful day to save, 
And strewed the plain with thousands of the brave. 
The ground had freely drank of purple rills, 
That crept towards the valleys from the hills. 

A month had passed beneath a southern sun, 
And rapid putrifaction had begun 

Of men and horses slain. The wounded lie 
Beneath a thousand tents ; and means apply 
To health restore and purify the air; 

And yet a deathly stench is everywhere. 

The flies in myriads cover hill and vale, 

The rich effluvia there to deep inhale. 

The hungry fox and jackal claim a share, 
While heavy vultures hover on the air. 

And belts and arms, and balls and bursted shell, 
May still be seen, that of the struggle tell. 
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The shattered caisson, the dismounted gun, 
The rifle pits, the earth-works lightly run, 
The shot-plowed furrow, cut and rifted trees ; 
Yea, houses torn, the maiden wanderer sees. 


As Larabelle surveyed the awful scene, 
Where men devoted, with her Johny Green, 
Had fire and slaughter met in every form, 
Her noble spirit felt the mighty storm. 
She sought the hill —the fatal sloping side, 
That saw the charge; where turned the battle tides 
Where lately raged the fierce, the fearful strife, 
Amid a wreck of wasting human life; 
And as she stood, and calmly gazed around, 
She seemed to tread —to trespass hallowed ground. 


From such a scene our Larabelle withdrew 
In:solemn sadness. Next, she went to view 
The burial ground — beneath a sylvan grove, 
Where lay, perhaps, the object of her love. 

The mounds were fresh: In files the heroes lay, 
As when they stood amid the battle fray. 

No monument as yet was there to tell, 

The names and valiant deeds of those that fell; 
But at the head of each is simply read, 

The name, the State, battalion of the dead. 
And thus by thousands here, and far and wide, 
The North and South are mingled side by side. 
As both to mutual death the breast have bared ; 
So both together have the glory shared : 

The cause of war aside, and all the brave, 

May claim the laurel of the honored grave. 
Here worthy spirits now are sleeping low ; 

The King of Terrors levels every foe. 


Our Larabelle, with mingled hopes and fears, 
With heavy heart, and sighs and many tears, 
Above the hillocks each inscription read ; 

To find the name she sought among the dead. 
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And while she sought, she hoped she could not find; 
Oh, might her eye-lids to his name be blind! 

_ For if no tell-tale board his name could give, 
She still might find him for he still might live. 
And eager thus from mound to mound she went, 
And scanned the names in burial sadly blent: 
And when at last to farther end she came, 

In careful search, yet fearful of the name ; 

A disappointment sore her spirits felt, 

And yet in gladness — thankful soon they melt ; 
For through the silent wrecks of battle scene, 

No trace is found of worthy Johny Green. 


CANTO FOURTH. 


The search without success, tho’ wide and far, 
Could not obscure the maiden’s radiant star ; 
For still she felt — yea, confident she grew, 
That soon the absent brave would spring to view. 
Ana firm in hope, with heart sublimely bold, 
Southern she bent her step, to seek the hold, 
That might detain him still. The hills and vales, 
The verdant plains, where beauty never fails; 
The shady forests and the climate bland, 
A charm bespoke of fairy—— happy land. 
Ah, such a land! that nature kindly framed 
To be the first — Saturnian truly named, 
Ah, why should it be torn in bloody strife ? 
A waste be made, with every sorrow rife? 
*T was bold ambition, by which angels fell, 
That raised the war flag, with its dreadful yell; 
That dipt in brother’s blood the reeking hand, 
And made a desolation of the land. 


Our maiden still advances. Now she meets 
A sergeant of the foe, and him she greets: 
“ Kind sir, wast in the battle—in the shock 
Of fiery valor —’mid the clang and smoke 
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Of dreadful slaughter, where my dearest friend 

A captive went, or bravely met his end ?” 

“ T was, dear maiden, there,” he calmly said, 

“ Where piles arose to mountains of the dead ; 
Where we, tho’ victors, bled at every pore, 

As grape and shot and shell our legions tore. 

How many bosoms felt the cruel steel ! 

How many homes the deepest sorrow feel! ” 

“ And why,” said she, as tears bedimd her eyes, 
“Should havoc thus disgrace the good and wise ? 
Ah, why should brothers fiercely thus contend ? 

A recent friendship thus with horror blend?” 
“You well may ask;” the sergeant quick replied: 
“The line is drawn: If you, the other side, 
Would quiet stay, and us in quiet leave, 

No tears would fall, no sigh the heart would grieve. 
We only ask, in peace, that we may rest ; 

Oh, give us peace! Your nation shall be blest.” 

“ Our nation blest! The nation is but one,” 

She quickly said ; “the whole, to southern sun : 
Each foe must vanish 3 every hostile moat ; 

One only banner must above us float.” 

“ But will,” he said, “ your numbers — force endure ? 
Will resolution such an end insure, 

Against a purpose calm, no strength can shake ? 
Against a prowess firm, no power can break ?” 
“They will,” she cried: “ We number two for one, 
And battles fought are battles but begun. 

With moats about you cast and lines of steel, 

A desolation sore ye soon must feel. 

And more than all, we place our humble trust 

In Him above, whose cause 1s always just. 

His arm will guide us in the varied strife, 

Thro’ shades of death to unity and life.” 

“But we, he said, will humbly trust Him too, 

In fiercest conflict safe to bring us through: 

Let come the worst — come death in every form, 
Our gallant ship will safely brave the storm.” 
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“Then blows must end it. But,” said Larabelle, 
“Qh, can you not, my friend, now kindly tell, 

Of him I seek, who braved that awful scene, 

And led the charge— my worthy Johny Green ?” 
“T saw him there, upon the dreadful day, 

As yet unhurt while thousands round him lay: 

If now a captive, or if there he fell, 

I grieve to say, dear maid, I cannot tell.” 


And still the maiden constant held her way, 
A southern course, for there the lost might stray. 
From teeming soil rich vegetation shone, 
To far invite her steps, although alone. 
The sweet magnolia and the cotton plain 
Attractions lent, despite the servile chain ; 
And while the summer heat oppressive fell, 
Bright gleamed the star of hopeful Larabelle. 


A station and a prison now appear, 
In bristling arms; and yet the view may cheer; 
For there within the frowning martial scene, 
Perhaps our Belle may find her Johny Green. 
She asks admission, but, without a pass, 
Can enter none, not e’en a handsome lass. 
She quick describes, and earnestly inquires 
For him she seeks — the goal of her desires, 
And such a man there is within the lines, 
But stern retaliation him confines ; 
Or if not this, yet firm the rules of war, 
Oppress the brave, and dearest friends debar. 
She pleads a sister’s claims, with heavy heart ; 
And then the wife, to share his luckless part ; 
And then a father’s and a mother’s tears; 
Then mildly threats, in hopes that latent fears, 
Or prudence rather, may the rules abate, 
Which must prolong the fruits of bitter hate. 
Three days she importunes, without success, 
Tho’ well sustained by sighs and deep distress ; 
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Until at last, and from apparent shame, 

That seemed to slur the proudly southern name, 
She triumphs well; for who can maiden leave 
In sorrow thus, for one she loves, to grieve. 


She passed the lines; surveyed the martial scene ; 
And saw at once the form of Johny Green. 
Each knew the other—warmly grasped the hand, 
As friends that joyful meet in distant land. 
And Belle at last, thro’ toils and many fears, 
The goal had reached. Both melt in kindly tears. 
And as their words are troubled with amaze, 
They would evade the public—eager gaze ; 
They would recount the fortunes of the war; 
And Johny longed to hear from home afar. 
They walked away—upon a hillock sat, 
To freely there indulge in social chat. 
A lovely bower the native forest made, 
That barred the sun and lent a grateful shade. 
By friend and foe the pair are distant seen ; 
No slur may touch the bride of Johny Green. 


“My Larabelle!” the earnest soldier said, 
“ What guiding star hath safely hither led 
A maid alone? Oh quickly let me know; 
And how you passed the lines of watchful foe. 
How are my father—mother—friends afar? 
How do they bear the horrors of the war? 
In dread alarms, how dear and lovely seems 
The distant home—like distant land of dreams!” 


“They all are well, altho’ in deep dismay, 
To learn the fortunes of the dreadful day, 
That hid their Johny from the common sight. 
And cast a painful gloom upon the fight. 
And how I found you no one truly knows, 
Thro’ battle scenes and bristling lines of foes. 
I only know that far above the war 
There constant shone my kindly guiding star. 
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But tell me Johny, since that fiery storm, 

Upon the hill, where death in every form 

Your columns rent, and tearing shell and shot 

Red torrents poured, Oh, what has been your lot ?” 


“No tongue can tell, no human pen relate, 
The pain—the anguish of the soldier’s fate, 
Who falls a captive, when the willing foe, 
Himself has naught of comfort to bestow. 

Ah, faint and sore, beneath a burning sun, 
Or if the battle may be lost or won, 

The weary captive then is driven afar, 

Beyond the chances of the varying war. 

Then food and shelter, clothing—all must fail, 
And grim disease the weary life assail. 

Ah, how the brave in hundreds passed away, 
Who shared the captures of that fearful day! 
Their stalwarth forms repose in southern lands; 
Thin are the ranks of our surviving bands. 
But let us change the melancholy theme; 
Wayr’s havoc, now, to me is but a dream.” 


And Johny then to Larabelle relates, 
The tone and temper of the Southern States: 
“The politician sings of mighty gain, 

And wealthy planters echo back the strain: 
But Labor, sad, upholds the fearful strife, 
Without a hope—with fearful loss of life: 

In mute astonishment the neutral slave, 
Beholds his master drop into the grave: 

And while the leaders hold a lofty mien, 

The people, sure, would gladly close the scene, 
But,” said the hero, “scandal here may rise; 
The objects we, of many glancing eyes. 

Now long has been our friendship and our love, 
And constant, too, as many tokens prove ; 
Suppose we here shall fix the nuptial band ; 

I have a ring to place upon your hand.” 
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A smile from Lara, all devoid of art, 
At once betrays the promptings of the heart. 
Long separation, fears, the lost, the found, 
Their constant souls together firm had bound. 
The worthy chaplain freely lends his aid ; 
The prayers and short responses quick are made; 
And as congratulations lend their spell, 
A happy one are John and Larabelle. 


And now the wife away must quickly fly, 
Her tact and skill for one exchange to try; 
For, captive still, the worthy Johny Green, 
Was held a hostage in the martial scene. 
And go she does, alone, upon the wing, 
In hopes ere long the dear exchange to bring. 
But how can she that awful presence gain, 
Of Stanton, Lincoln, Seward? Ah, how vain 
Must all her efforts prove! And yet she goes, 
Undaunted still, though legions may oppose. 
The subtle, devious, tortuous, doubtful way, 
That leads to power, she threads without dismay. 
She meets rebuff. ‘‘ Shall we, with three for one, 
Give man for man, as when the war begun ? 
Shall want—starvation even, make us yield, 
When firmness, here, may win the doubtful field ?” 
And still she importunes and perseveres, 
Until success rewards her many tears. 


Back to the camp she goes, as on the wind, 
For love, the fleetest, far can leave behind. 
With ten-fold beauty now appear her charms, 
And waiting Johny folds her to his arms. 


The happy sequel may be quickly. told 
Our volunteer, so worthy, brave and bold, 
In that great battle of the southern land, 
; Received a shot —a bullet in the hand; 


a 


BY WAY OF THE STARS. 531 


And tho’ the painful wound was now a scar, 

A free discharge released him from the war. 

He went for home, where first the light he saw, 
Beside the stream that feeds the Saginaw. 

As they arrive, the friends, and far and near, 
Surround the pair and hail them with a cheer. 
They greet their aged parents, now in tears 

To see the end of many anxious fears. 

All hearts in fond emotions deeply move, 

To see return the objects of their love. 


The varied war, as long its fortunes held, 
Our Johny watched, till shouts of triumph swelled, 
From North to South, from East to distant West, 
And Peace returned to bid the nation rest. 


And now, at home, within their native State, 
The two will oft’ their tales of war relate ; 
While friends and kindred long will fondly tell, 
Of Johny Green and worthy Larabelle. 


THE END. 


BY WAY, OF THE, STARS. 


A converted Astronomer being interrogated as to the comparative 
merits of Religion and the Science which he had idolized, answered: 
‘‘T am now bound for Heaven and IJ take the stars in my way.” 


Raise, gentle Muse, a worthy note! 
Ye stars inspire a lofty strain! 
From sphere to sphere let echoes float, 
Till wide creation sing again. 


or 
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With tube and glass I long had strove, 
To solve the planetary law; 

Had stretched the view around, above, 
Till overwhelmed by what I saw. 


As in the wakeful hours of night, 
I traced the universe alone ; 

Saw planets march in airy flight, 
The science as an idol shone. 


Yea, science to my erring sight, 
Rose goddess of the vast profound ; 
She moved among the orbs of light, 
As if she ruled them in their round. 


And while the earth prolonged my stay, 
Nor faith could lift me to the skies, 
The soul aspired to wing its way 
To worlds that swept before mine eyes. 


Ah, was there still beyond their goal, 
Far, far beyond our mortal ken, 

A God that ruled without control ? 
A final home for weary men ? 


Yea, doubt it not; for world on world, 
And all the planetary band, 

Would rush away — in ruin hurled, 
Except for one Almighty hand. 


And while we scan the distant zones, 
And suns and moons and stars explore, 

They seem to form but stepping stones 
To God above whom we adore. 


Our hopes are there — beyond the skies; 
This earth — a short, a painful stay ; 

To that dear home we soon will rise, 
And take the stars along our way. 


rae LR OPELY OCU NS. 


On the fourth of July, A. D. 1874, an impromptu cele- 
bration took place, on the occasion of two of the Trophy 
Guns taken by Perry on Lake Erie being placed in position 
and unveiled in front of the City Hall, Detroit. At six 
A.M. a national salute was fired. At seven o’clock the 
ceremonies took place, in presence of several military com- 
panies and a large assemblage of the Citizens. The guns 
were draped in American flags, and several maps of the 
ships and battle, with a life-size portrait of Commodore 
Perry were suspended over them. The City Hall and 
adjacent buildings, decorated with flags and streamers, pre- 
sented a gay and patriotic appearance. Mr. Bishop had 
made an earnest and successful effort with the city authori- 
ties, to have the guns in question, which had lain a long 
time on the Campus Martius of the city, properly mounted 
and placed, and being now called on, spoke as follows on 
the occasion : 


LADIES AND GENTLEMEN — It is a subject of congratu- 
lation that these interesting old relics have finally found an 
appropriate place. A brief historical account of these 
guns seems to be also proper on this occasion. ‘They were 
on the fleet of Commodore Barclay in the battle on Lake 
Erie, on the 10th of September, A. D. 1813; and no doubt 
they did gallant and effective service on that decisive day 
against the American fleet under Corhmodore Perry. They 
were taken with the enemy’s fleet in that battle, and as a 
consequence they are now military trophies belonging to 
our nationality. 

After the battle and the interment of the dead, the fleet 
with these guns on board was taken to Erie, Pennsylvania, 
that being then a naval depot of the United States, Six large 
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guns similar to and including those before us remained for 
several years on the military grounds at Erie. That sta- 
tion was then abandoued by the Government as a naval 
depot, and the guns were ordered and taken to Detroit. 
They were placed on the Government wharf, between 
Wayne and Cass streets, then under the command of the 
late Gen. Hugh Brady. 

Several years later, and probably about forty years ago, 
the Government wharf and these guns were sold by the 
United States, and were purchased by the late well-remem- 
bered Oliver Newberry, sometimes called the Commodore 
of the Lakes. ‘I'he guns were set in the ground on the 
wharf, and they weré for a long time used as posts to which 
vessels and steamers were made fast, as occasion required. 

In this condition, even, they were objects of much curi- 
osity to visitors of our city. 

They were afterward sold with the wharf before men- 
tioned, by Mr. Newberry, and acquired by Messrs. Moore & 
Foote, now well-known merchants of this city. In 1872, 
one of the three guns yet remaining was donated by these 
gentlemen to the city of Cleveland, and it now occupies a 
most appropriate position, as an ornament, at the foot of 
the monument of Commodore Perry, on one of the beaunti- 
ful public squares of that beautiful city. 

One of these guns now here present, being the shortest 
one, was, on the 17th day of May, 1872, donated by Messrs. 
Moore, Foote & Co. to the city of Detroit, to be placed in 
some appropriate position, in commemoration of the signal 
event which gave it to us asa National trophy. 

The other gun —the long one, has had a narrow escape ; 
for in the month of April, 1872, it was discovered at a 
foundry in this city, where it was about to be broken up as 
old iron. The price of the same was ascertained to be one 
hundred dollars, and the following named gentlemen, E. 1. 
Garfield, Francis Adams, Smith R. Woolley, Guy F. Hinch- 
man, James Flower, C. M. Welch, Philo Parsons, J. B. 
Wayne, M.8. Smith, and D. Preston, at once raised’ that 
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sum by subscription, purchased the old gun, and on April 
12, 1872, donated it to the city, to be placed with its twin 
relic in the place which they now occupy, as ornaments of 
our City Hall Square, as fit associates of the Soldiers? 
Monument in front, and as worthy memorials of one of the 
proudest days in American history. 

There can be no question as to the identity and authen- 
ticity of these guns. ‘Their history can be traced as it now 
has been traced; and they have several times been recog- 
nized as old acquaintances, by men who were in the battle 
of the 10th of September; and especially by Commodore 
Montgomery, who served in the battle as heutenant under 
Commodore Perry. 

Such are the facts in regard to these trophies. In addition 
thereto I have no speech to make—impromptu or otherwise. 
These guns have delivered their own speeches. They tell 
their own story now. The battle of Lake Erie told its own 
story in its day and generation. History has done ample 
justice to the men—the friends and foes—the heroes who 
took part in that battle. Posterity will do justice to those 
men, and to all men who deserve well of their country. 

But it has occurred to me that if a person had any poetry 
in his soul, this was the time for it to show itself. That 
here is the subject and here the event which should inspire 
the patriotic song. I have, therefore, composed a few lines 
and even stanzas for this occasion. To understand these 
lines fully it will be proper to bear in mind the following 
facts in connection with the subject: 

At the time of the battle on Lake Erie, our city was still 
occupied by the enemy as a result of the surrender of De- 
troit by General Hull. The Indians, as allies of the Eng- 
lish, were numerous and troublesome in the neighborhood. 
It is well known that Perry’s fleet was built and assembled 
in great haste, and the same is doubtless true to some ex- 
tent in reference to the hostile squadron. It is also well 
known that Commodore Barclay was a veteran of the Eng- 
lish marine, and that he had served under Nelson in the 
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great battle of Trafalgar. Many of his gallant crew also 
belonged to the royalnavy of England. ‘The foe was there- 
fore all that the most ardent ambition could desire. The 
victory on the lake opened the way for the advance of Har- 
rison’s army, and the recovery of Detroit, with the battle 
of the Thames, which occurred a few weeks later. 

With these explanatory remarks I will venture to read 
the following composition: 


THE TROPHY GUNS. 
Lake Erie, September 10, 1818. 
DETROIT, JULY 4, 1874. 


Let the trophies be placed on the lawn of the square, 
As the banner above gaily floats : 

Let the minute guns tell on the loud vocal air ; 
Let the trumpets re-echo the notes. 


If our city hath fallen a prey to the foe, 
If the savage hath joined with his yell; 

The sailor boy bravely will hurl back the blow ; 
Will retrieve what adversely befell. 


If the ships, on each side, were but few and but small, 
If in haste they were built and assembled ; 

The heroes who trod them no strife could appall, 
Tho’ had Neptune been there he had trembled. 


And the foe is all worthy our prowess to meet, 
For Trafalgar the struggle will share ; 

When the star-covered flag shall the Union Jack greet, 
No freeman need blush to be there. 


Tho’ a lake be the scene of the grand coming fight, 
Instead of the deep briny wave ; 

Even here gallant foes shall exert their best might ; 
Here shall flow the best blood of the brave. 
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If no Nelson be here, bold to lead the wild brunt, 
Or Van Tromp here to sweep the broad sea ; 

Yet a Briton shall worthily challenge the front, 
And a Perry—the pride of the free. 


And the contest is worthy of rivals in fame; 
Here the brave are of one common stock ; 
When the Greek meets the Greek, of the same race 
and name, 
Then the world shall resound with the shock. 


As we see ’mid the fire, and the smoke, and the hail, 
The proud flag of the foeman descend ; 

‘Give him back his good sword, for the best often fail ; 
The results upon fortune depend. 


And the fleet, with the men, and the rough heavy 
gun, 
Fall to us as proud trophies to-day ; 
The command of the lakes we have thus nobly won, 
To our army is opened the way. 


Place the guns on the lawn; let them silently tell, 
To a throng that shall daily behold, 

How they thundered on us; and what then befell, 
In the days that we reckon of old. 


As they speak of events that are long past away ; 
As they tell us so proudly their story ; 

The grim rusted iron, in partial decay, 
Is a volume of fame and of glory. 


Nor is this to awaken the spirit of war ; 
In this deed no offense would we give ; 
War's alarms, may they still be away very far ; 
With our neighbors as friends would we live. 
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But in this would we cherish, as years may revolve, 
The example so worthy and grand; 

That if friends must be foes, we may firmly resolve, 
Calm to die for our dear native land. 


Several other short but patriotic addresses were delivered, 
and finally the guns were unveiled amid the shouts of the 
assembled multitude, and while the bands present sent forth 
the cheerful notes of “ Hail Columbia” and “The Star 
Spangled Banner.” 


PARAPHRASE. 


FAILURE AND SUCCESS. 


Ah! who can tell how hard it is to climb 
The steep where Fame’s proud temple shines afar: 
Ah! who can tell how many a soul sublime 
Has felt the influence of malignant star; 
And waged with fortune an eternal war; 
Check’d by the scoffs of Pride, by Envy’s frown, 
And poverty’s unconquerable bar ; 
In life’s lone vale remote has pined alone, 
Then dropt into the grave unpitied and unknown! 
—Beattie’s Minstrel. 


Ah! who can tell how hard it 1s to chmb, 
The steep where Fame’s proud temple shines afar: 
Yet who can tell how many a soul sublime 
Has felt the influence of a radiant star ; 
And waged with fortune a victorious war ; 
Spur’d by the scoffs of Pride, by Envy’s frown, 
And poverty—that stimulating bar ; 
In honored life has won a high renown, 
Then calmly left the world with Fame’s eternal crown ! 


Levi Brsnop. 


TO THE AUTHOR OF. TEUCHSA 
GRONDIE. 


In the year 1875, an amateur poetess addressed a few impromptu 
lines to the author, without subjecting them to severe criticism. A 
friend has kindly recast them for her, and they are now presented 
to the public, as follows: 


Immortal Bard! Thy graphic pen, 
Hath well the love and hate portrayed, 

Of haughty chieftains, mighty men, 
That once the western empire swayed. 


You sing of huts around the square ; 

Of bean and corn and vine and squash ; 
Of banquet with its ample fare, 

Of sagamite and succotash. 


The dance upon the gala day ; 
| The hunt towards the evening star ; 
The wild adventures far away— 
The prelude of approaching war. 


The tomahawk and scalping knife; 
The paint and plume that grimly tell 

Of whoop and shout and battle strife, 
That might awaken nether hell. 


The warrior panting for the fray, 

The vengeful spirit none can tame ; 
The fiery charge, the wild foray, 

The village in devouring flame. 


The far-famed happy hunting ground, 
Where vales of blooming spring abide; 

Where shadows of the chase abound, 
And spirits move in all their pride. 
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In rhyme and melody to please, 
Mellifluent at the crystal stream, 

Thy Muse hath told us all of these ; 
Thy heroes in the stanzas gleam. 


Yea of that wild unlettered race, 
You well have made the record due; 
Thy pencil, Bard, with skill and grace, 
Has drawn the picture full and true. 


And well hast thou the legend sung, 
Inspired the varied, thrilling story ; 
As if you spoke the Indian tongue, 
As if you felt the Red Mans’ glory. 


LET US REASON TOGETHER. 


ISAIAH: I; 16-20. 


Come now, let us reason together: 
Let us wash in the clear flowing pool ; 
Tho’ our sins may be red like the scarlet, 
They shall soon be as white as the wool. 
Oh, trust in the Rock of salvation, 
To redeem us from every woe ; 
Tho’ our sins may be red like the crimson, 
They shall be like the new driven snow..- 


Ah, shun the vile ways of the wicked, 
That so long have offended the eyes ; 
Put away the dark spirit of evil, 
That arises to blacken the skies. 
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Give relief to the orphan and widow; 
Ever think, speak and do what is well; 

Oh seek ye the right path of judgment, 
Let oppression find no place to dwell. 


For if now to obey ye be willing; 
If in wisdom ye walk hand in hand; 
Ye shall drink of the cool gushing fountain, 
Ye shall eat the fair fruits of the land. 
But if ye will refuse now to listen, 
If as rebels ye still shall remain ; 
The mouth of the Lord it hath spoken ; 
By his vengeanee ye all shall be slain. 


Then come, let us reason together ; 
Woe to him who shall now disobey ; 

For each sin, whether open or secret, 
Shall appear at the dread final day. 

Let us wash every scarlet and crimson, 
Under foot let the serpent be trod ; 

Then as peaceful we pass the dark river, 
We may fly to the bosom of God. 


THE UNKNOWN DEAD. 


It is reported that more than one-third of the graves of soldiers 
who fought in the late civil war have headstones containing the word 
“Unknown:” and that these ‘‘unknown dead,” as thus registered, 
number more than 100,000. 


“What deeds of prowess unrecorded died.” 
CHILDE HAROLD. 


_ The graceful column and the lofty arch, 
May tell of legions that the great have led ; 
But who shall give the final. fatal march — 
The charging shout and fall of ‘unknown dead ?” 
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Where were they born? What mother’s tender care, 
What father reared — sustained their early years ? 

What dangers did they meet, what struggle share ? 
What hopes were theirs and what their bitter tears ? 


Who were their mates? What circle did they cheer ? 
Of humble life were they or highly bred ? 

Were they of conscript line or volunteer ? 
Ah, who shall tell us of the ‘‘ unknown dead!” 


What were their battles — grapples life for life, 
That turned the day in which their valor shone ? 
Who can unfold their tale of dreadful strife ? 
Must they forever rest as ‘‘ dead unknown ?” 


Too true, we fear, and yet of these the grave, 
Shall be the Nation’s care, to guard their fame ; 
Who falls his country to defend and save, 


If known or not is honored all the same. 
e 


In classic Greece, in distant ages far, 

Where gods of fiction held the chastening rod, 
The stranger came — the great apostle saw, 

The dark inscription, “To the Unknown God.” 


So we behold, as back we calmly look, 
Upon the fields of slanghter and of dread, 
The scattered fruits the raging tempest shook — 
The fearful numbers of the “unknown dead.” 


But as the preacher, on the martial hill, 

Before the learn-ed and the vulgar horde, 
Proclaimed to pagan world, with mighty skill, 

The “ Unknown” as the known and sovereign Lord: 


So Jet us loud proclaim the ‘‘ unknown ” brave ; 
Above their dust let sweetest flowers be strewn; 

Enough that here is found the patriot’s grave ; 
We know the worthy in the dead unknown.” 
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NoTE.—The eight pieces next following, as also several other of 
the shorter pieces, are first published in the fourth edition of 1879. 


DEATH OF OUR SISTERS. 
RussELL, Mass., A. D. 1875. 


Our sisters dear ; and are they dead ? 
Could they no longer stay ? 

And have their cheerful spirits fled 
To future world away ? 


We passed our happy childhood years 
In one parental home ; 

We shared each other’s joys and tears, 
Nor thought of woes to come. 


Our early flying days we spent 
Among New England hills ; 

Where social virtues firmly lent 
A guard from earthly ills. 


Around the altar calm we bowed, 
And heard parental prayer ; 

We saw or knew no darkly cloud, 
Or sorrow glooming there. 


We parted, each for other clime, 
To try the rugged strife 

That all must feel in course of time, 
In this eventful life. 
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And while the years upon us told, 
And we their circuit made, 

We little thought of growing old, 
Upon the downward grade. 


And are they gone, our sisters dear, 
Who late among us moved ? 

And must we drop the parting tear 
For those we dearly loved ? 


A vacancy isin their place ; 
We look as we forget 

That they are gone, to see their face ;— 
Fond memory sees them yet. 


‘And still while they are early gone. , 
To fairer world on high, 
Their spirits leave us not alone,— 
They seem to hover nigh. 


MEDLEY. 


The follies of the day inspire a song, 
And social virtues may the strain prolong. 
As on the wing the idle gossip floats, 

In meditation calm we take our notes. 
Nor ode nor epic now shall we essay, 
But in the lightsome mood let fancy play. 


There was a time when animals could talk, 
And reason, too, and knowing trees could walk. 
So Aisop wrote. Perhaps it was his mind, 
When he bequeathed his lessons to mankind. 


on 
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A change has come : the animals are mute, 
And human talkers now their place dispute. 
But this in social life we must excuse, 

Nor playful, lightsome chit-chat e’er refuse. 
In modern times the race has better grown, 
If not the wiser, This may well be shown, 
In churches, sunday-schools, and every sign 
That clearly points to coming reign divine. 


The better grown! See tricksters everywhere, 
Beset the good man with a double share. 
We talk of mother Eve! Does not the curse, 
In all advances, go from bad to worse ? 
And does not all the learning we can boast 
Increase the rascals to a mighty host ? 
Suppose another flood to sweep the face 
Of earthly things ; could eight of all the race 
The ruin shun? Suppose the hemlock please 
The mob again ; where is our Socrates ? 
The better grown! If Sodom and Gomorrah 
Should blaze again, who could escape the horror ? 
Would only one and that a woman halt ? 
Behold, instead, a mighty mass of salt ! 


And yet we find, in all this active world, 
That after Satan was to darkness hurled ; 
And after Adam got a suit of clothes ; 

And Job had silenced all his friends and foes ; 
And after Jonah in the steerage sailed ; 

And Miss Calypso her Ulysses wailed ; 

And ©, Columbus boldly put to sea ; 

And Patrick Henry made his mighty plea ; 
And Cadillac for us had led the way ; 

And Perry’s fleet put back to Put-in-Bay ;— 
Since all of this, as thro’ the world we go, 

We find the good surpasses ull the woe, 
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Behold the shyster trickey ; mousing round 
The minor courts, a greedy, starving hound ; 
That robs the thief, and from the robber steals, 
Nor shame or sense of honor ever feels. 

And note again. Let one his neighbor kill, 
Or let a man of wealth but make his will, 
A ring of lawyers, fierce, with might and main, 
Will shout the chorus—He must be insane. 
Give them a portion with the greedy heirs, 
And they will prove a right to all the shares. 
To save a wretch that murders in his fury, 
The witness hive, manipulate the jury ; 

And then the point so clear, is doubtful, hazy; 
The will is void, the murderer was crazy. 

And thus we write a plain, historic page, 

Of this our day in this enlightened age. 


And yet with all, thro’ stages of the bar, 
A few, like stars, will purely blaze afar. 
This other side presents a worthy band, 
That all chicane despise, and firmly stand 
Where honor justifies. On such our song 
Delights to dwell. They bold suppress the wrong ; 
Sustain the weak. They put a heavy ban 
On cheat and fraud, They nobly act the man. 


And still we caper on, and briefly note 
Another calling. Days and lands remote 
First saw it rise. But see the lively quack, 
That blindly puts the patient to the rack! 
And has he science? Aught of any school ? 
Aught but assumption of the crafty fool ? 
And knows he aught of pills, or big or small ? 
In his big sign do we not read him all ? 

We pass him by, to act the manly part, 
And justly praise the noble healing art ; 
For there, in proper course, proud science reigns, 
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To fill the world with all her mighty gains, — 
The deep arcanum, few and rarely find,— 
The art to heal, and bless, and save mankind 
From many sorrows. 


See the public press! 
A deal its workers know, a deal they guess. 
But how they dive to sinks of lowest shame, 
And grub for scandal simply for the game! 
How often they forget the mighty cause 
To be upheld—good morals, country, laws. 
Of social life the ulcers they disrobe, 
And vile expose, and deeply, reckless probe, 
And feed upon them. Yet we calmly send 
The view abroad, and contemplate the end. 
With all their faults of low degree and high, 
They sound alarm when danger may be nigh. 
They canvass every act of every station, 
And bold sustain the freedom of the nation. 


And how shall we the social state define 
That now prevails! Ill temper might repine, 
To see the trappings and the gaudy show, 

Of every class and station, high or low. 

To hear them “ high position social” prate ! 
To see them flaunt the forms of courtly state ! 
Ah, let them strut and glitter for a day, 

And then as lightsome chaff they flee away. 
The wheels of time a steady motion lend, 
And all will find their level in the end. 

Nor will the world e’er miss their empty kind, 
And when they go they leave no trace behind. 


And how the sylphs of fashion pertly use 
Their every art to bring the beaux to choose, 
Or be denounced as dull, unfit to dwell, 
Among the charming sex that love so well. 
And if perchance they catch a dreamy fellow, 
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They furnish proofs that he is green or mellow. 
Nor are the restless girls alone to blame 

For heartless courtship. Empty fops the game 
Espy and prowl about the quiet fold, 

An eye to lots and rents and stocks and gold. 
Ah, such was not the style in olden times! 
This talking love, but in the ring of dimes! 


And in this giddy race for wedded station, 
They shrewdly see the early separation. 
The quick divorce to heal the hates of life; 
Evasive cure for matrimonial strife. 
They ask, should ill wed lovers bounden be 
To pine in sorrow? He despairing, she 
A wife in wretchedness? And was it fate, 
That drove their love to bitter, burning hate ? 
Ah, what a sorrow deep, at last to find, 
That all was freak, and pride, and false, and blind! 
When shall we have in courtship’s dreamy land, 
Parental care to guide and give command ? 

Enough of this. We wish ’twere only slang. 
The courtship true is music; as if sang 
The stars in choral symphony again, 
While opened new, upon the orient plain, 
In pearly brightness, and in glowing state, 
The blushing morn. If we may oft berate 
The hapless matches, yet in virtue blest, 
Millions will prove the true, the happy test. 
Tho’ lawless rakes from pole to pole may roam, 
The wise prefer the dear, attractive home. 
Let what may come, the good will never falter; 
Will worship still at the domestic altar. 


Behold the lies, the frauds, the dirty tricks, 
Of rascals vile that swim in politics! 
Behold the prison bird, the bawling scamp, 
The thief and loafer, leaders of the camp! 
Where ringsters form the high pragmatic rules, 
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To be applauded by a crowd of fools. 

And what the purpose of so many toils ? 
Oh, simply, solely, nothing else but spoils. 
But for the places, fleshpots, monthly pay, 
The caucus farce would quickly die away. 
The honest statesman, who is he or where ? 
The vilest demagogues are rampant there. 
And what a curse in this our generation! 
It poisons every worthy aspiration. 


Still, agitation may to virtue tend. 
The honest masses will to reason lend 
A willing ear; will push the wicked by, 
And lead the nation to a brighter sky. 
In office high tho’ rascals may be found, 
In private life will honesty abound. 
Tho’ wicked men and devils may assail, 
A sense of justice will at last prevail. 
It does prevail. The world may clearly see, 
A nation just and bold and strong and free. 
Prosperity abounds on every hand, 
And public spirit reigns in all the land. 


Nor can bold usurpation flourish long ; 
The ballot in the end will right the wrong. 


Nor will disaster come. The clouds that lower 


Are full surveyed; for on the lofty tower 
Of public freedom, see that worthy band, 
The wisest, purest, noblest of the land! 


And they will sound the tocsin long and loud, 


And fling abroad their flag unfurled ; 


And light will shine thro’ every gloomy cloud, 


To save the freedom of the world. 


Now look at riches. Who will turn aside, 
And quiet shun the golden, glittering tide ; 


When, if he mount, of wealth to wear the name, 


Perhaps it leads to station, power and fame ? 


ou 


HOURS OF RECREATION. 


Old age, with money, wins the blooming bride, 
To soothe the chill of hoary years ; 
The maid with cash, repulsive all beside, 
May quell her many anxious fears. 
The high and low pay worship to the dollar; 
It conquers all from buffoon to the scholar. 
The golden key will open every lock, 
Will justice, laws and every virtue mock. 


Reverse the picture and behold the scene : 
See charity, with quiet, modest mien, 
The needy help, her many gifts bestow, 
To make the land of pleasure overflow. 
Here learn the use of fortune. Silver, gold, 
For wisest purposes, in trust we hold; 
We hold in trust the sacred boon of God, 
And who pervert shall feel his chastening rod. 


Our microscopic glass we turn to trade. 
And what is that ? Three cents from two are made. 
You buy and sell. Buy cheap as well you may, 
And sell as high as customers will pay. 
And cheat them, too. Sell cotton for delaine ; 
And sand for sugar. Shortage in your grain. 
Put linen in your silk ; 
And water in your milk ; 
Sell peas for coffee, mix at least a share; 
And play the wooden nutmeg everywhere. 
What is, is right, says Pope, of is, in song; 
But is is js if is is right, and is is is if is is wrong; 
And is, if often wrong, is is, and always right; 
Then cheat your best, and cheat with all your might. 


What precious logic! We in that surpass 
Old Aristotle and his learn-ed class. 
Not even Bacon that essay could beat ; 
An honest man is one with every cheat! 
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Pope, stand aside. Fair trade, as all may know, 
Despite some vulgar tricks, with steady flow, 

In active, swelling arteries and veins, 

Pours in a nation’s lap its mighty gains. 

The good old ship of state would helpless lie, 

A useless hulk, if trade, with sails on high, 

And grandly filled; did not in steady chime, 
Send blessings rare and rich to every clime. 


We close the books. Let all, as well we can, 
Act through this life the worthy christian man. 
We see in all the range of mind and sense, 

The footsteps of a gracious Providence. 

The sweets of social life we grateful share ; 
And hear the charms of music everywhere. 

We love the good for what they here maintain ; 
And trust the future for eternal gain. 


THE HONEST MAN. 


A monarch of the earth may proudly wear, 
The ensigns of a wide extended reign ; 

But when a flood of vice is everywhere, 
Then honest men a brighter crown sustain. 


But who is this we call the honest man ? 
Who may this title blazon on his crest ? 

Not surely him that swindles all he can, 
Then seeks to walk a saint among the blest. 


And are they few, as when the ancient Greek, 
In crowded ways, at noon, would careful scan, 
By lantern light, in mockery to seek, 
And find, if such there was, an honest man ? 
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Who is he, then? *Tis he that in his heart 
Adores his God, and in his every plan 

Of active life, essays the truthful part, 
Upright in all. That is the honest man. 


And such a man may pass an active life, 
Erect and firm. May every ‘foe engage 

In conscious virtue. Fierce may be the strife, 
But he the righteous war may fearless wage. 


And such at last may calmly meet his end; 
May smile when not another cheek is dry ; 

As he departs, may cheerful hand extend ; 
And thus in hope the honest man may die. 


As to the darksome flood he journeys near, 
He sees above the stream unclouded sky ; 

And he may launch away and never fear ; 
The brightest fields beyond the river lie. 


Nor shall the quiet sleep forever last, 
Nor king of terrors here eternal reign ; 

The form beneath the ground so cruel cast,— 
The honest man from here shall rise again. 


“No final, gloomy, hopeless end is there ; 
Our hopes are firmly set beyond the sky ; 

The honest man the future home will share ; 
The Honest Man, will NEvER, NEVER DIE. 


or 
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And what is poetry ? yea truly what ? 
More easy far to tell what it is not. 
And if we tell, will not the surly quiz, 
Deny that we have told him what it is? 
We shall not try. The task is oft essayed ; 
And often thus our theme is darker made. 
A few suggestions now we simply offer ; 
Nor this from what we deem an ample coffer. 
Mere hints to those that would in verse excel, 
And rise above unworthy doggerel. 


And first of all, to reach the happy goal, 
The true poetic fire must stir the soul. 
No efforts in detail, though all severe, 
Can fill the void, if this be wanting here. 
Dame Nature, too, must lend the happy gift; 
If she does not no learning deep can lift 
The song to greatness. Labor, frantic throes, 
But end at last in twisted, vapid prose. 


In this poetic art, the art of arts, 
The syllables must play the leading parts ; 
And letters, too, as elemental sounds, 
May be regarded as the starting grounds. 
The tones — the low, the broad, the sharp, the higher, 
In diapason fill the swelling lyre. 
Their careful study, clear acuteness lends, 
And to a state of high perfection tends. 
These primal actors of the mellow song, 
In serried ranks the symphony prolong. 
But if the piping, trooping sounds be out 
Of joint, we have a rabble in a rout. 
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The standard poets would ye shine among, 
Then study well your native-mother tongue. 
Minute control must here a master rise ; 
Imperfect here, in vain you storm the skies. 
Of simple words the full concrete is made ; 
And this will bear no dim or murky shade. 
In all we write, indifferent or well, 

The words and grammar must the story tell; 
And thro’ the range of literary kind, 
Triumphant verse the very chief we find. 
The poesy sublime, though critics curse, 

No rival has in all the universe. 


No common places give the poet fame ; 
No mere rehash, the only new in name. 
The rare in kind, in sentiment, in thought, 
In fancy, art and nature, must be sought. 
Inventions — new creations must conspire, 
In form and beauties, with poetic fire. 
The judginent, too, in calmness must preside, 
The arguments, the episodes to guide; 
The general plan, the incidents to range ; 
The muse to guard from every wayward change. 
Where this is not, the poet’s dreamy realm— 
- A ship at sea without the guiding helm. 


Oh, never pander to the vulgar taste 
In bad orthography; nor ever waste 
The muse in vicious grammar. Low indeed, 
Such rhyming is; a vile, a filthy weed. 
Such twaddle drear, entails malarious fogs ; 
*Tis only fit and truly fit for dogs. 
Well can we spare it all, nor feel the logs, 
But wing more freely from the heavy dross. 
Who lowly aims, unworthy is to sing; 
And all who write should high their banner fling. 
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To be accepted by the men of taste, 
And sharp discerning wit, make early haste 
To master in detail and all complete, 
The old machinery of poetic feet. 
Jambics and Trocheics lead the van; 
Dactylics, Anapestics fill the plan ; 
Save now and then a shorter Phyrrhicus, 
Or heavy line with longer Spondeus. 
Thus far the moderns go. If well essayed, 
Sweet'rhythmus in the line is ready made. 
If not observed, the line and stanza flat, 
Are only prose, and poorest prose at that. 


If one in jingling rhyme would verses tell, 
The rhyming art should first be mastered well. 
And what permissive rhymes and what are not, 
Must well be known, and never be forgot. 
Though dry the labor, much reflective care 
Must we observe, least notes repulsive share 
The ringing melody, and frequent rounds 
Of harsher discord mar the sweeter sounds. 
The worthy song may need no trivial rhyme; 
And yet the re-percussion marks the time} 
And if but tinsel, we in rhyme rehearse 
The ever pleasant harmony of verse. 


A careful critic, too, must be the poet; 
If lines be good or bad, he well must know it ; 
Must know to analyze and classify, 
And what the settled rules that must apply 
To syllables, to words, to pauses, lines, 
And where the charm of melody combines 
With harmony, and where the latent flaw 
Grates on the ear, a harsh, dissonant saw. 
Must know to rise above the mere details, 
And tell in what a work succeeds or fails; 
The plan, the scope, the spirit, powers of mind, 
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And if it soars above the prosy kind. 

And he must also play the critic still 

Upon himself, with cool and sternest will; 
Must bring his pets to trial with the rest, 

And let them stand the critic’s raking test. 
The honest critic is his dearest friend ; 
Without the critic who would ever mend ? 

If we the critic rank among our foes, 

Our case is hopeless. We must write in prose. 


Great critics, too, the sharpest and profound, 
Must well be studied for the solid ground, 
Lucretius, Lessing, Addison, Voltaire; 
Macaulay, Schlegel, Allison and Blair ; 

Pope, Aristotle, Dryden, Bryant, Kames, 

And Taine and Lamartine. Illustrious names! 
In these great lights, we see the mighty goal; 
They clear our thoughts; they purify the soul. 
They lift our being from the fogs of time ; 
They teach to soar in regions all sublime. 


But let not all the verbiage of the schools, 
Or critic essays, make us learned fools. 
Nor let the glowing genius hampered lie 
In wordy chains, when it should nobly fly. 
And while the rules exact should be our care, 
Let no diluted nonsense trivial share 
Our contemplations. Let no tinsel shine, 
‘lo mar the beauties of the song divine. 


Attractive history, facts of every station, 
Must help to swell the rich imagination. 
Plain facts are not the things to poetize ; 

* But gather well, then dress and crystallize. 
An ample garner house should be the mind, 
Of all that may affect the human kind. 
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And he that would the high Parnassus dare, 
Must in the sharpest logic freely share. 
The argument—the reason clear and sage, 
Should well appear beyond the title page. 


The poet, too, that reputation heeds, 
Must far explore where science nobly leads. 
No superficial culture now can stand 
The prop of fame. Here merit must command. 
The worthy song that upward leads the way, 
All human knowledge holds in full survey, 
And free selects, in elevated strain, 
The gems that glitter in this golden train. 


The dogmas of the wide religious world, 
The past and present, clear should be unfurled 
In the poetic mind. These guide the life 
To love fraternal or to deadly strife. 

They ever have, and do, and will control 
The social frame in body, mind and soul. 
Nor here alone does this condition rise; 

The systems, dogmas, reach beyond the skies. 


No false philosophy, a deep disgrace 
Wherever brought to view, should hold a place 
In song pretentious. Primal, moving cause 
And sure effect, from simple nature’s laws, 
Should stand confest ; should even clearly shine, 
In what aspires to poesy divine. 


The fairy charms of gay botanic wiles, 
Must also furnish their bewitching smiles. 
Geraniums, tulips, roses, sweet bouquets, 
Must yield their odors to our sweeter lays. 
In this wild garden of abundant stores, ’ 
The true poetic soul enchanted soars. 
And yet as matter yields the sway to mind, 
'The mellow song may leave all these behind. 
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True poetry is kindred music, too, 
Altho’ we rarely run the gamut through. 
Poetic measure like the music staff, 
Must he command, that would in pleasure quaff 
The spring Pierian. His ravished soul, 
Should note the sound of every bar and goal. 
His every nerve, his educated ear, 
Should quick respond the intonation clear. 
If these are not; if notes upon him pall, 
The vapid rhymes must be his all in all. 
And when poetic song the soul inspires, 
The steady cadence every listener fires. 
The melody — from line to couplet grows; 
Tbe harmony — from every stanza flows. 
The poet true sweet music will prolong ; 
True poetry is grand mellifluent song. 
The line should swell with music. He that sings, 
In verse divine, must have Apollo’s wings. 


Nor sole in verse nor music shall we see, 
The whole wide scope of nature’s me.ody. 
The kindred arts of every age and kind, 
Should amply garnish the poetic mind. 

The speaking picture; statue, firm and bold; 
The garden landscape ; architecture old ; 

For they inspire and rich adorn the verse, 

As they adorn a teeming universe. 


Among the authors to be fully read, 
The leading poets occupy the head. 
The native muse attention first demands, 
Then those of other tongues and other lands. - 
Where taste refined and merits free abound, 
«The standard true of poetry is found. 
And where we find our stanzas clear deflect 
From their great lead, our own we should suspect. 
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And all the works of literary art, 
Our country and our language can impart, 
Should be our study. These a light will pour, 
Clear, steady, strong, as upward we may soar. 
Nor should our language and our country bound 
Our full attainments. Search the world around, 
For richest fruits of excellence and taste. 
No searches here can prove a barren waste. 


Haply our native tongue is not of song 
The only fountain. Others will prolong 
The inspiration, amplify the line, 

And thought and higher merits free combine. 
Then multiply the choicest lingual modes 

Of full expression. Storm the rare abodes 
Exotics occupy. Their polished lore, 
Expands the native wings on which we soar. 
If good translations rank among the rest, 
The great originals are always best. 

And would ye wing a truly noble flight, 
Make Holy Writ your study and delight. 


The true poetic spirit, chaste, refined, 
Will rise above the low, the vulgar kind. 
The worthy line, in tone, will also raise, 
In him that reads, a higher tone of praise. 
If we a poem or a drama scan, 
And find the spirit naught improve the man, 
The work, in tone and scope, tho’ writ in pride, 
Is clearly bad; should quick be cast aside. 
-Yea, doubt it not, true taste is ever shown, 
In strife to raise all others by our own. 
Of every worthy song, the surer test — 
That which refines and elevates is best. 
The song divine our feelings will improve ; 
Invite our souls to share the bliss above. 


ot 
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LOSS OF THE GRIFFIN. 


1679-1879. 


Read at the annual meeting of the State Pioneer Society, at Lansing, Mich., 
February 5th, 1879. 


Note.— In the year 1679, Lasalle made his voyage to the West by 
way of the Lakes. At Niagara he built a brig which he named the 
Griffin, in which he sailed for Mackinaw. There he sent the vessel 
back for supplies, but she was never heard of after. In the following 
composition an aged Indian Chief is supposed to be standing on 
Duck Island, in Lake Huron,and that he sees the brig driven to de- 
struction in a storm, by Michabou, the great Manitou of the Lakes. 
The rocks, caves and groves of Mackinaw were the home, the palace 
and the capital of this Manitou. The Chief did not, of course, live to 
relate the loss of the Griffin, but in his supposed language, as here 
given, I have endeavored to exhibit the spirit of the Indian Mythol- 
ogy, as felt and expressed in Michigan, two hundred years ago. 


The Manitou is angry. Fierce he raves. 
His heaving breath — that whirlwind roar. - 
The mighty waves he piles on mountain waves. 
He hurls them to this rocky shore. 


But what can thus his dreadful anger raise ? 
What sends him howling far and wide ? 

Great Michabou, thy name we ever praise, 
But let thy fearful rage subside! 


Behold him on the raging tempest sweep, 
The spirit god of high renown ; 

The monsters flee, beneath the rolling deep: 
Creation trembles at his frown. 
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See now he mounts the black and threatening cloud, 
Swift arrows flashing from his eyes. 

Hear now his voice, in crashing thunder loud. 
Big tears are dropping from the skies. 


Perhaps he would some goblin spirit chase, 
From his proud home at Mackinaw ; 
Perhaps a Manitou of rival race, 
Would bold invade his righteous law. 


But what is that, I see upon the foam, 
That seems to labor as for life ? 

Small fleeting clouds, on poles, appear to roam, 
And sink and rise amid the strife. 


Yea, more; I there behold, or so they seem, 
Of my own race the active form. 

Despair and woe in human faces gleam ; 
Can men there struggle with the storm? 


Yes, men and fate are moving hand in hand. 
No friend can reach them from the shore. 
The Manitou forbids the distant land. 
He strikes. They now are seen no more. 


And. will the evening star’s resplendent beams 
Invite the stranger souls to rest ? 

And will their spirits rise to Lands of Dreams, 
That future home in distant West ? 


The voice of Michabou no more is loud. 
He now displays the victor smile. 

His painted bow he hangs on yonder cloud. 
His arrows now may rest awhile. 


And back he quiet sweeps to Mackinaw, 
His fatal vengeance fully told. 

No sailing imp will now contemn his law; 
Nor Manitou however bold. 
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His anger past, serene reaction comes ; 
The sky and lake are calm again. 

The hunters now may reach their distant homes ; 
But Michabou alone will reign. 


THE MEDICAL COMMENCEMENT. 


Read at the Annual Commencement of the Detroit Medical College 
March 4, 1879. 


il. 


This human life in health abounds, 
As we behold in every face ; 

And yet disease in terror sounds, 
The curse upon our fallen race. 


And what, we ask, are the professions ? 
The classes that we learn-ed call ? 
These, too, arise, with few concessions, 

To heal the bruises of the fall. 


Since Adam past the eastern gate, 
A happy garden life to close, 

The race has felt a darker fate; 
Has felt a heavy load of woes. 


II. 


Yet of disease the primal, daily cause, 
Lies in few words—the breach of nature’s laws. 
To mind and body both the rule applies, 
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As oft we prove by many bitter sighs. 

A free excess in eating or in drinking, 

In toil or sloth, in reading or in thinking, 
Will to disease and sorrow surely tend, 
And, uncorrected, soon in death must end. 


The prostrate form in torture lies ; 
A doctor call, the good and wise, 
The chill to warm, or burning fever cool ; 
The foe is at the fount of health ; 
The best of skill commands our wealth; 
No empty quack or egotistic fool. 


Perhaps the once redundant purse, 

Tne cholic feels, or something worse; 
Retain a lawyer for a soothing brief ; 

If capias, or clausum fregit, 

May sorely vex, or stern elegit, 
The leeching process then must bring relief. 


And does the State, in grief repine 
Of many ills? Its foes combine 
To overthrow or shake a worthy cause ? 
The soldier’s blood must gallant flow ; 
The pruning makes the remnant grow ; 
The healing balm is found in righteous laws. 


And when the morals of the world, 
Are all perverted, twisted, curled 
Around the very pith of sin and shame ; 
The earnest preacher cries aloud, 
And holds aloft the mighty cloud 
Of wrath divine, to heal the social frame, 
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And frequent thus our sickly race, 
May well invoke the healing grace, 
Of worthy doctor, lawyer, soldier, priest. 

Disease invades us everywhere ; 
The high and low must feel a share ; 
We taste the bitter dreg in every feast. 


And while a cure we sorely need, 

Tho’ health apparent may the surface gild; 
At every step disease we feed, 

Until at last our earthly cup is filled. 


Tit. 


But why should we in medley song, 
Assume to teach from humble station ?- 

Ye soon the calling will prolong, 

Which feels the pulses, weak and strong, 
That vibrate through the wide creation. 


And while the pallor may excite your fears, 
Try all your skill, lend sympathizing tears. 
As you the weak assist, the fall-en raise, 

A widening circle will resound your praise. 


And as you thus relief impart, 

The work has charms you may be sure ; 
Invested with the healing art, 
Your science and your cheerful heart, 


May soothe e’en where they cannot cure, 
e 


But let the faithful work be ever true, 
To nature’s hallowed laws of human life; 
The future being to the quick is due ; 


To him that made no crime escapes the view ; 


He will avenge the deadly drug and knife. 
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No limits narrow can your calling bound. 
Your knowledge may extend, within, around, 
The wide mysterious range of earthly things 
That lies before you. This profession brings 
The means of triumph. As you earnest probe 
The deep arcana this our teeming globe 
Presents attractive, patient steps and true, 
Will.soon expose the darksome paths to view. 


And while you scan the smallest mote, 
That sly evades the naked, searching eye, 

Your strain may reach the highest note, 

That in the song of worlds may float, 
From center earth to farther, distant sky. 


Ms 


Our patient race may deeply dread, 

Your pills, your lancet and your saws; 
But men of sense to culture bred, 
Are soon to social circle wed, 

By strong, fraternal constant laws. 


And as you in your friendships find, 
A sense of honor true to all; 

So let a sense of honor bind, 

Yourselves to honor’s, truest kind, 
Whate’er adverses may befall. 


No learning, wealth or station can supply 

The want of this. The kindred vices nigh 

Will freely swarm. The talents men may. share, 
But devils make if this be wanting there. 
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Good faith must rule the lives of men; 
In this our greatest victory lies ; 

’Tis like the faith of other ken, 
That stretches far beyond the skies ; 

And bears us firmly upward when, 
We need to bridge our many sighs. 


Nak 


Now let us make a diagnosis, 
Of some good part of human forces ; 
For instance, of a red proboscis, 
Fair blooming, blazing in advance; 
And tell me, shall I say, ye flunkies, 
Who prate that men arose from monkeys, 
To end at last in brilliant donkeys, 
Could that red nose have come by chance? 


Add science to old nature’s laws ; 
Intelligence to primal cause ; 
Let skillful effort never pause ; 

And see if in auspicious hour, 
You make a nose, or simple leaf ; 
Or minor work, or very chief, 
To shake the soul from its belief, 

In God the Great creative power. 


Ye try in vain. The mighty Hand, 
That made us with the sea and land, 
Will o’er His realm eternal stand, 
Let any worm say what he may; 
He guides and He directs afar, 
From pole to pole, from star to star, 
And all intrusion will He bar, 
From now until the final day. 
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We here suggest : Some of the race, 
Despairing well of saving grace, 
Yet see the clouds approach apace, 


Of gloomy, sultry, brimstone weather ; 


Seeing no chance for such an ape, 
From such a storm to make escape, 
Save to deny in every shape, 

They bold deny it altogether. 


The sovereign law, that issued far and wide, 


As first creation heaved the swelling tide, 


Will vindicate the just; will punish wrong ; 
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The proud will humble; will subdue the strong. 


The standard scales are held by Him above, 


Who will avenge, or will reward in love. 


were 


But labors oft are vain essay, 

Although with earnest vigor sped ; 
Ambitious hearts the call obey ; 
Pursue the weary, plodding way, 

Yet only walk where others tread. 


How often will the boaster stand, 
And claim for something newly told ; 
The patent, copyright demand; 
While clear the proofs are near at hand, 
His thought or thing is ages old. 


The student of the generous kind, 
Starts out the unknown to explore ; 
He fancies light where all was blind ; 
And yet awakes at last to find, 
That all was fully known before. 
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But if the work in youth be well begun, 

It rarely proves a wholly useless one. 

In well trod paths we gather richest lore, 
And still pursue and eager thirst for more ; 
While at each step along the way will rise, 
The sweets that lift the soul toward the skies. 


VII. 


And haply now our song is near the end; 
To lengthen prosy verse does not amend ; 

A beauty lies in being terse ; 
The thought direct, the brief expression clear, 
Like pills that to the sluggish liver steer, 

Should he essay that writes in verse. 


Let him that mopes about in stupid rhymes; 

Who in his turgid phrase would rival chimes, 
Nor taste nor even music heeding ; — 

Let him be silent. Full of blood and blubber, 

Régime would help the dull, conceited lubber ; 
The lancet, too; a little bleeding. 


But this no time to surly critic play ; 
Each one, or vile or good, will have his day ; 
The yeast of life will work the leaven ; 
The up and proud to-day, are down to-morrow ; 
The gay and thoughtless now, are soon in sorrow ; 
Old Time will settle all things even. 


And what can cure the dashing mind erratic, 
That mounts on fancy’s wing ecstatic, 

Beyond the range of sober fact and reason ? 
As free he soars on airy flights, 
No bounds are set to what he writes ; 

His muse and lawless pen are never treason. 
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But oh, this writing common places, 
Altho’ with many pleasing graces; 
Perhaps the best and sweetest of their kind ; 
These rhymings and poetic feet, 
Tho’ happy, musical and heat, 
May not enlarge or elevate the mind. 


And yet in verse the mind may soar, 
In all the majesty of power, 

With scarce a token of the heavy curse; 
Big thoughts and deep, reflections vast, 
As if in mighty furnace cast, 

May range the boundless, smiling universe. 


In careful study, too, of letters, 
The humble may discard their fetters, 
May culture — beauty reach in polished lay ;— 
Delicious fruits may often taste, 
On barren heath, on dreary waste, 
And make refinement bloom along the way. 


IX. 


The graduates. We all here wish you well. 

"Tis not the parchment. Future life will tell, 
Or if you rise or base are falling. 

Let for each one the worthy record show, 

As years may pass and reputation grow ;— 
He honors well a noble calling. 


And happy those who in the earthly strife, 
In joy and every sorrow, 

Have still a cure for all the ills of life; 

Who, as each “school ” may boast the wise magician, 
Patient await the morrow ; 

And final cure, in One — The Great Physician. 
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THE SAVOYARD. 


Read at the annual meeting of the Detroit Pioneer Society, April 21, 1879. 


Norr.—In the olden times a small stream took its rise in or 
near the present Fort Street East, passed through the present 
Central Market, entered Congress Street at Woodward Avenue, passed 
down south-westerly and out into the river at the Central Rail- 
road Depot. It served to drain the rear parts of the present Third, 
Fourth and Seventh Wards, and a part of the Sixth Ward of the City. 
It was seldom entirely dry, and was often quite full, so that large fish 
were caught in it from the bridges as far up as Woodward Avenue. 
The old settlers and French Aadztans of Teuchsa Grondieand Detroit, 
called this stream La Riviére Savoyard. Detroit was surrendered by 
General Hull, August 16,1812. The river is well remembered by 
persons now living in 1879 


The Roman bard, his golden Tiber sung, 
The Grecian lyre, Scamander and Simois; 

Beside the first the arms of T'urnus rung, 
And Hector’s by the others and his Troy. 


These petty streams, so muddy yet so proud, 
Where long the poets held their watch and ward, 

Why should their doubtful fame be sung so loud ? 
And why outrun our classic Savoyard ? 


Propitious Muse! That wings the native air, 

Of Western land and Lake from shore to shore, 
Give us the ancient minstrelsy to share ;— 

To sing the river that we see no more. 


As mighty Jove ordained the ancient floods, 
And for their fame inspired the ancient bard 

So Manitous— the rival heathen gods, 
Ordained for lasting fame our Savoyard. 


THE SAVOYARD. 


The shady forest overhangs the sides; 
The banks, the lily and the myrtle share ; 
The feathered songsters light above the tides, 
And with the sweetest warblings fill the air. 


The hunters pass the stream with bow and knife, 
To merit, in the chase, a worthy fame ; 

And they, on proud return from sylvan strife, 
By this bright river sit and dress the game. 


The chiefs, in paint and plume, go forth afar, 
To prove, beyond the stream, a mighty power ; 
And here again, as they return from war, 
Their yells proclaim the glad, triumphal hour. 


And when the men, and women, children—all, 
In festivals, have fun of every sort ; 

When rarest feats the timid may appall ; 
They leap the river as a lively sport. 


The wild beasts often reached the gentle bank, 
Which thus for all most kindly was ordained ; 

And there they quiet stood and freely drank, 
Until a flight of arrows on them rained. 


And when the eyes of angry Manitou, 
In fiercest hghtning send their darting rays ; 
The thunders crash ; the water rushes through ; 
The river and the world are all ablaze. 


And sometimes, too, the crowd in terror ran, 
Upon the bridge, or swollen flood beside, 

To save a drowning woman, child or man, 
Whom accident had cast into the tide. 


The French esteemed La Petite Riviére— 
The early pioneers—coureurs des bois ; 
Garcon and demoiselle, sighed deeply there, 
Like lovers by Scamander and Simois. 
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And when the rains of Spring and Autumn came, 
And floods had filled the vales and swept the ridges ; 
The habitans, awake for every game, 
Caught lively bass and pike upon the bridges. 


And here, in petty fleets, were gaily seen, 

The duck and drake, the goose and stately gander; 
And then in solemn march upon the green, 

As on old Tiber, Simois and Scamander. 


And thus the river loved of all became ; 
It spoke a calm contentment to the full ; 
*Till a proud flag was made to bow in shame, 
And trail in sadness by the act of Hull. 


The proud stream felt the burning, deep disgrace ; 
To its own Manitou it sent the cry; 

But other gods now reigned above the place ; 
And then our Savoyard resolved to die. 


And die it did. Soon dried its bed and banks; 
No Manitou was here his own to guard. 

We make the record. Ask not even thanks. 
And thus farewell our charming Savoyard. 
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THE PLEASURES OF POETRY. 


Note.—The following composition was suggested by the poems 
of Campbell, Rogers, McHenry and Akenside. The scene is laid in 
a sequestered grove, where the authors named are seated around their 
evening camp-fires and engaged in social conversation, I join the 
circle, light another fire from theirs,and endeavor to draw worthy 
inspiration from the Pleasures of Hope, of Memory, of Friendship, 
and of the Imagination. 


Tho’ active hours the weary day prolong, 
The spirits rise to harmony and song ; 
And tho’ in life we often sigh and moan, 
Fond Pleasures rise to lighten every groan. 
Of these, Imagination leads the train ; 

In Mem’ry of the past we live again; 

A lasting Friendship glows among the rest ; 
And Hope eternal springs within the breast. 
As these immortal songs awake the lyre, 
Our hearts responsive catch the living fire. 
The four as beacons on the mountain blaze, 
To light and guide by their effulgent rays. 
Another may we add, and all combine ? 
Perennial sweets of poesy divine. 


When Israel mourns a slave in foreign realm, 
And sorrow, tears and wretchedness o’erwhelm; 
As every harp is mute and all unstrung, 

And useless on the drooping willow hung ; 
Then David’s minstrelsy, in solemn strain, 
Can soothe the soul to happiness again. 
Isaiah, too, despite the heavy curse, 

Can Hope inspire by his prophetic verse. 
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The vision opens clear, as from the skies, 
To see proud Zion from her ashes rise. 

A future Zion, too, is seen afar, 

From Jesse’s race to rise a Morning Star. 
And-as the welcome songs invade the ear, 
The heart revives and dried is every tear. 


Beneath an archway, pass the heavy gate ; 
Step to the door; look through the iron grate. 
See that lone wretch, extended on the straw, 
Awaiting death from violated law. 

In that strong prison, solitary, dim, 

No hope on earth is yet in store for him. 

But tho’ the day be set—the fatal hour, 

Poetic fire retains its mighty power. 

As eyery earnest look he earnest reads, 

And tho’ despairing, still for mercy pleads ; 

As he beholds his life about to close, 

And he to drink the last of human woes; 

Sing him the heroes of immortal strain, 

And see his beating heart respond again! 

Ah, how “ The grates, the walls will vanish then,” 
And that ‘‘ For the fair fields of fighting men.” 
Anew his fortunes wild, tumultuous roll, 

And sweetest Pleasure triumphs in the soul. 


A charm invites us to the rural scene— 
The garden, thrifty corn and meadow green. 
The vines and fruits and flowery walks are there, 
And balmy perfumes load the morning air. 
Industry there bestows a blooming health ; 
The teeming soil, content and ample wealth. 
And as the evening settles on the grange, 
The social circle brings a pleasing change. 
There love and joy in conversation dwell, 
And wit and humor the enjoyment swell. 
The neighbors enter, too, perhaps, by chance ; 
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Perhaps the flute or song provokes the dance. 
But should the reader entertainment lend, 

Then standard prose and verse enchantment lend. 
Then labor feels a deep, a magic power, 

And sweetly pass the pleasures of the hour. 


Dear is the natal, dear the early home, 
Beneath, around the old paternal dome. 
But as the years of active youth advance, 
And future life presents its every chance, 
The distant land invites our steps afar, 
Where fancy often paints the radiant star. 
The East, the teeming West, we soon explore ; 
The sunny South, the Lakes’ far Northern shore. 
The Rhine we visit ; Alps, and Notre Dame; 
The London Abbey ; Rome of mighty fame. 
The present pleases, yet we fondly share, 
Scenes of the past that linger everywhere. 
The arts inspire the sweet, the mellow song; 
The hoary ruins, glory still prolong. 
The hill, the valley, vineyard, landscape green, 
Demand a canto for each passing scene ; 
And poesy responds in active pleasure. 
What can it else in such a store of treasure ? 


Industrious Rogers! Stir your languid fire! 
Add fuel, too, and let the flames aspire ! 
Cramp not your genius in the polished line ; 
Dash like the lightning from the hand divine. 
Yours is a theme of rich and ample cast ; 

You store the ages of the mighty past. 

While races, nations, empires, rise and fall, 

The Memory presents, preserves them all. 

Put forth the hand; you grasp no empty dearth ; 
You reap the harvest of the teeming earth. 
Extend your wares upon the glowing page, 

To swell the pleasures of the future age. 
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As from the lofty, Lycorean height, 
The sacred Nine, in panoply of light, 
Behold the race of mortals here below, 
In toil and pain, in sorrow and in woe, 
They string the harp, they tune the warbling lute; 
They beckon gods and nations to be mute ; 
They touch the notes that breathe from pole to pole; 
They wake the strains that fire the human soul ; 
They bid their Homer, Ilion to rehearse ; ; 
They bid attend a listening universe ; 
And who in all the sweeping tide of time, 
But loves the Bard of every age and clime ? 
And who but deems the wandering minstrel blind, 
A dear and sacred blessing to mankind ? 


Ah who the songster vile that writes for pay ? 
Whose fame is fleeting as the flying day ? 
Who eager looks thro’ every “ Monthly ” page, 
To find his measure in the money gauge ? 

As he essays, in murky clouds and dim, 

Does poesy a pleasure yield for him ? 

Does he the fountain sip, the stream prolong, 
Of sweet elixir in the heavenly song ? 

Does he survey the vast ethereal plain, 

That opens far to the immortal strain ? 

Nay, nay, indeed. The childish stanza low, 
In all his trivial genius has to show. 

And worse than this: a rival seeks his bread ; 
They each devour, and both are quickly dead. 


For long and weary hours the scholar toils, 
Nor sees that now he sows for richer spoils. 
The spelling, grammar, figures, algebra, 

Are torture sore to him from day to day. 
To rest he plays the dunce upon the stool ; 
Without regret he acts the jolly fool. 

But as his mind the treasure house espies, 


THE PLEASURES OF POETRY. BVT 


And thought and knowledge clear salute his eyes; 
As he can enter Fame’s attractive doors, 

And contemplate her vast, her golden stores; ~ 
Ecstatic visions beam serene on high ; 

From lowly sense his mind will upward fly ; 
Poetic treasures fan the fire to flame ; 

- No pleasures base are worthy of the name. 

His heart dilates ; emotions lively spring ; 

He feels himself already on the wing. 


The living facts, the iron chain of things, 
Must he consult that wisely toils or sings. 
And while his efforts may results proclaim, 
Surprising all, nature remains the same. 

Nor can bold fancy, romance, ever gain 

A lofty stand, unless the facts maintain 

The pile as nature guides. A knowledge wide 
And deep, reflection, culture, must provide 
For excellence ; correct and happy taste 

Must lead the muses; else will all be waste. 
When these in high degree, unite, combine 
The fancy to sustain, the soul refine, 

Then may the genius true exultant soar 

On steady wing; then song divine may pour 
Her melodies; then soft enchantment tell 

A thousand sweets that with the poet dwell. 
Then stately verse may fill the ravished ear, 
And worthy thoughts invite the world to hear. 


That boy behold. His mother dear who led 
His infant steps, his father too, were dead. 
A waif was he. Uncouth his early years ; 
No one to soothe, or wipe his many tears. 
And want was his; yea, poverty extreme: 
Amid surrounding darkness not a gleam 
Upon him shone, And yet his active mind 
The truth would see ; and he would leave behind 
The silly plaything. And his way he fought 
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To school, to books, to wide extended thought. 
A friend that knew the opening bud to scan, 


* Foresaw in him the future worthy man. 


From daily toil and dry details of trade 
Advised the law. He rapid progress made. 

He mastered soon the quaint and dusty lore ; 
In sterling eloquence could lofty soar. 

But in the contests of the legal strife, 

The charm of letters crowns his daily life. 

In evening hours his Muse will take the wing ; 
His heart and soul in wild enchantment sing. 
All sighs and sorrows then will flee away, 

And sweetest visions brighten into day. 


Our dear McHenry! Add another brand ! 
Your kindly friends abound on every hand. 
Tho’ every joint and limb be racked with pain, 
Give us your friendship and we smile again. 
Tho’ cast forlorn upon a desert shore, 

Give us your pleasures and we upward soar. 
Tho’ sunk in deep despondency and woe, 

Your cheerful verse can make the spirits flow. 
Tho’ Death may grimly hint the dismal call, 
Your anthem sing and nothing can appall. 

Tho’ round our being gloomy clouds abound, 
Oh, touch the lyre ; we wing the dark profound. 


Behold the active, earnest, business man, 
The nerve distend and do what mortal can, 
To rise to wealth, to station, honored name ; 
To proudly breathe the air of honest fame! 
And see malignant stars adversely frown ! 

See iron links beset to drag him down! 
Perhaps a ruin — hulk upon the shore 

He stranded lies; no strength for effort more. 
Where finds he comfort? He may quiet tell, 
The struggle over, how he fought and fell ; 
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May calm survey the past; behold the rock 
On which he run, and felt the fatal shock. 
His firmest hope, beneath afflicting rod, , 
Ts in the cross, the mighty arm of God. 
And yet relief to weary life and long, 

He drinks deep pleasure in the mellow song. 
As every earthly prospect blighted flies, 
Poetic charms can lift him to the skies. 


Behold the woeful, grim inebriate ! 
He charges all to unrelenting fate! 
And yet the work to rise, however prone 
His habit be, is in himself alone. 
The man how shaken! Character, and wealth, 
And credit, standing, self-respect, and health! 
He sobs in misery. He deeply groans, 
Nor dares to look above to soothe his moans. 
But while of all of life he seems bereft, 
One spark remains ; one impulse yet is left. 
That impulse finds an ally in the will; 
He firm resolves ; he finds he’s living still. 
The tempting glass he boldly dashes far, 
As on his vision gleams a morning star. 
A triumph springs where late was ruin named ; 
He worthy stands as one of the reclaimed. 
His life for many years was dullest prose, 
Now poesy will cheer him to the close. 
But what is this besets him like a chain ? 
As he would rise to drag him down again ? 
That wrecks the brightest hopes of all his friends, 
And in despair and swift destruction ends ? 
°T is habit, taste, and weakness—all in all. 
A will is wanting; this confirms the fall. 
Will, is the word. The want of this may still 
To ruin lead. Then firmly say: “I WILL.” 
“‘T witL, NO NEVER, taste the mortal foe, 
That sinks the man to wretchedness and woe.” 
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This with the grace that always hovers near, 
Can bear us on devoid of every fear. 


The wings of Time! How fearful is the flight, 
That sweeps the present to eternal night! 
The future, too, though little we may heed, 
Is rushing to us with a frightful speed. 
The past recedes — piles age on mighty age, 
To join the vast — the pre-historic page. 
A wonder fills the contemplative mind, 
To see the worlds of treasures left behind. 
The lively Fancy views the course of things — 
The flight of years, and tunes the lyre and sings. 
The grave historian beats the steady time; 
No jarring sound disturbs the awful chime. 
The numbers full attentive nations cheer ; 
The choral ages charm the listening ear. 


The painter draws the outline, rude and rough, 
Perhaps of landscape or of warrior gruff. 
And then the touches light, from day to day, 
Will soon the fair proportions clear display ; 
And as the colors with the shades combine, 
A thing of beauty will in glory shine. 
The statue, hid unseen in craggy rock, 
The powers of art would seem to boldly mock ; 
But soon the alabaster form attains, 
And into human shape it quiet gains. 
At length triumphant art may boldly ery ; 
“* Behold a demi-god to charm the eye.” 
And thus the poet. Days and weary nights, 
Perhaps he toils, to rise to worthy flights. 
The first rude sketch he finds is very far, 
From his ideal of the gleaming star. 
He labors on ; cudgels the stubborn brain, 
And falling short, he tries and tries again ; 
The copy after copy throws aside, 
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As from his fancy still too far and wide. 

By slow degrees the couplets better seem ; 

And now they sure approach the author’s dream. 
And then as he the bantling plumply rounds, 
He first detects the clear harmonic sounds, 

He perseveres. Applies the constant file ; 

And finds the pet still more his ear beguile. 

He reads, and writes, and reads it o’er and o’er, 
Until his art and skill can do no more. 

His fond conceptions now the child behold; 

He sees the beauties told a hundred-fold. 

The melody, in stately measure, teems; 

Its harmony, the sweetest music seems. 

The sense, the taste, the rhyme, the sound, prolong, 
The poet’s Pleasure in the native song. 


Our hopeful Campbell! How your fuel gleams! 
It pours its light upon the Land of Dreams. 
As bold your soaring Muse ascends the sky, 
You seem to quiet all our fears to die. 

Tho’ bound to earth, in raptures we essay, 
To wing with you the bright ethereal way. 
Ah! when you eager trace the song divine, 
Does not enchantment follow every line ? 
And when your eyes the sweet elysian share, 
Does not your vision love to linger there ? 
As your fond Hope undying Pleasure brings, 
Is not the greatest share to him that sings ? 


Who has not felt of love the genial flame ? 
What recollections waken at the name! 
How many hopes, how many anxious fears! 
How many sighs, and bitter, burning tears! 
And yet with all, unnumbered pleasures rife, 
May bless and crown and sweeten nuptial life. 
Then open — read the master works of song, 
Which to this tender passion all belong. 
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Select them well. Reject the low and vile ; 
Spurn ali that pure emotions can defile. 
Take only such, where virtue may combine 
The pure affection with the love divine. 
Turn o’er the pages, as the poet glows, 

A heated furnace, e’en in polar snows. 

Mark how your being, ever deep in fond 
Affection true, will to the strain respond ! 
And how emotions, active, swiftly roll, 

In long and rapturous waves around the soul! 
Then answer me: does not this rival all, 

Of sense however pure, that soon must pall? 
Does not the Pleasure that the poet brings, 
Surpass the Pleasure that the poet sings ? 


We read how Satan — father, chief of lies, 
Would rule, dethrone the Ruler of the skies; 
How crashing thunder shakes the upper world, 
And forests, mountains, on the foe are hurled. 
We read of man’s creation; guilty man; 

The flaming sword to execute the ban. 
How from the early times — the ages old, 
The Deity Incarnate was foretold. 

The Man of sorrow comes, expected long; 
Angelic hosts break forth in choral song. 
The chosen twelve re-echo back the strain, 
As this a new creation dawns again. 

The ages peal the thrilling tale of love, 
And swell the anthems of the courts above. 
The bards renew the song in solemn verse, 
And sweet vibration fills the universe. 


As youth 1s past, with all its hopes and fears 
And middle age has felt the weight of years; 
As we advance and move the downward grade, 
The close of life approach, the evening shade; 
As eager struggles then with us are few, 
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And daily life has little that is new; 

Then calmly we review historic lore ; 

The mighty past shines clearer than before ; 
Dear Hope allures us to the closing day; 

Dear social Pleasures cheer our peaceful way ; 
Oh, then, in poetry the food we find, 

To warm the heart and charm the active mind. 
The songs of Zion tell us of the blest, 

And beckon on the soul to heavenly rest. 


Immortal Akenside! Now lend your wings! 
Your fire is bright; and lo, a seraph sings! 
The sparks abound ; the heated lava flows; 

We catch the flame ; our every fibre glows. 

You gather gems, and still you gather more; 
To us you pour them out in mighty store. 

With gleaming eye you stretch the dizzy height, 
And shoot and circle in celestial light. 

As your proud verse a rushing comet burns, 
Your lofty step the mountain turret spurns. 
You touch Imagination’s utmost goal, 

And rarest Pleasure swells the human soul. 


The soldier drags a march in mud and mire, 
Perhaps beneath the foeman’s distant fire ; 
And as the queenly moon withholds her lamp, 
He pensive lights the blaze in gloomy camp. 
The weary squad divide the scanty fare; 
Then court amusement — pleasure, even there. 
As war and deatn around them darkly lower, 
The oft-told story speeds the flying hour. 
Perhaps the tales of Cooper lend relief; 
Or Crusoe brave may challenge full belief. 
The lays of Burns or Whittier there may charm— 
Make all forget the suffering and alarm. 
And should one there Longfellow’s couplets tell, 
In sweet response the heart will quickly swell. 
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And how the raptured soul will beat with joy, 
To hear Achilles on the plains of Troy! 


And who that reads a Bryant’s polished verse, 
But feels his nature rising from the curse ? 
And who that reads the stirring lays of Scott, 
But finds his pains and sorrows all forgot ? 
And who that reads the old Mantuan song, 
But feels a thousand sweets around him throng ? 
And who that reads the chants of good Racine, 
But feels the charms of poesy serene ? 

And who that follows Moore to Samarcand, 
But sees with Lalla Rookh the fairy land ? 
And who that reads a Tasso’s burning page, 
But feels the spirit of that iron age ? 

And who that reads a Schiller’s Wallenstein, 
But feels the verse and pathos deep combine ? 
And who that cons proud Avon’s mighty fame, 
But feels unnumbered transports in the name ? 
And who that soars with Milton to the skies, 
But feels another Eden on him rise? 

And who that will Homeric strain prolong, 
But sees in him the very king of song ? 

Yea, let who will a virtuous poem scan ; 

He feels the impulse of the better man. 


Illustrious bards! We sit your honored. guest. 
Your mighty names will live among the blest. 


. And though the midnight spreads a silent reign, 
No dusky clouds obscure your starry train. 


Your latent brands emit a glowing fire, 
That long the future ages will inspire. 
Each has attractive theme displayed afar, 
That gleams and sparkles as a flaming star. 
The one a teeming past has treasured up; 
Another made us quaff the friendly cup; 
Another, taught our fancies how to range ; 
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The other, hope confirmed, in final change. 

In each attractive song, delight is found; 

In varied topic, brightest gems abound. 

And how the verse itself can charm the ear! 
How all the wreaths of beauty cluster here! 

We read the couplets; read and read again, 
And merits dawn anew in every strain. 

We feel the charm. We feel the quickening fire ; 
Each page succeeding swells the anthem higher. 
You sweep around the poesy divine; 

Make beauty smile and graces lovely shine. 

You all have trod of earth the worthy way; 
From twilight dim have lit the blazing day. 
Your songs invite to that eternal home, 

Where souls in pleasure may forever roam. 
Your suns have set; and yet the evening teems, 
In living light, from your resplendent beams. 
Enraptured fancy rises on the wing; 

A seraph train in choral seems to sing. 

We quaff delight. Bright visions we behold ; 
Enchantment fills our cup an hundred-fold. 
Then bliss is ours. We would the spell prolong; 
The spell that springs from the majestic song. 


CASS COUNTY PIONEER ANTHEM 
JUNE 18, 1879. 


Tune, Old Hundred. 


Let us aloud our voices raise, 
To God above in song of praise ; 
Let every field and forest nigh, 
Send up the anthem to the sky. 


As Moses with the chosen band, 

From Pisgah saw the promised land ; 
So we beheld, from land afar, 

Our western home — our morning star. 


We early came, a hardy few; 
Severe privations then we knew ; 
We bore, along the weary way, 
The heat and burden of the day. 


And sorrow often met us here, 

And often fell the mourner’s tear ; 
For many sleep — to_future born ; 
In hope they wait the final morn. 


And yet were comforts here in store. 
A plenty grew —- enough and more. 
The lighter pleasures care beguiled ; 
The social and the moral smiled. 


Then let us now our anthem raise; 
In one loud choral song of praise. 
Let earth salute the heavenly host, 
The Father, Son and Holy Ghost. 
Amen, Amen. 
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Unsolicited Commendations received prior to the Fourth Edition. 


From Lewis H. Morgan, Historian of the Iroquois. 


I congratulate you on the appearance of your ‘‘Teuchsa Grondie.” 
You give evidence that you have caught the true spirit of Indian life and 
character. It is a great thing to seize and perpetuate the poetic element of 
barbarian life. Your work must be closely read and re-read to get its full 
impression, as Indian customs, usages, legends and mythology require both 
study and reflection to rise to their full appreciation. I have just read 
“The Festival of the Dead,” being canto XV. It is truly fine. I hope 
that your effort will be appreciated, and that it will meet with a cordial 
reception. 

; From Hon. William H. Seward. 

I have begun the perusal of your work and have found reason to 
admire the fidelity of description of Indian life, and the skill with which 
you clothe them in verse conforming to the tastes of cultivated society. 


From John §. C. Abbott, the Historian. 


T have been all the evening engaged in reading the charming legendary 
poem ‘“‘Teuchsa Grondie.”° Its harmony of rhythm, its smooth flow of 
versification, and the graphic description of most romantic scenes, have 
interested me deeply. I think it doing a national service to write such a 
book. But for such efforts as this all knowledge of the ancient inhabi- 
tants of the country would pass into oblivion. I have never read anything 
on the subject of the red man which has interested me so much as your 
beautiful poem. 


From Hon. R. B. Hayes, Governor of Ohio, and since President of the United States. 


I have read with special interest and much instruction your poem 
entitled ‘‘Teuchsa Grondie.” Altogether, aside from its merits and 
interest as a poem and romance, its unmistakable fidelity to the truth of 
history and its accurate details of indian life and customs give it areal and 
just value to the historical student. I shall prize it as one of the fullest 
and most beautiful accounts I have ever seen of the singular people, now 
about extinct, who inhabited this part of the United States before its 
occupancy by the English and Americans. 
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\ From Francis Parkman. 
I feel a hearty sympathy for your enthusiasm in forest lore, and hope 
your poem may find appreciative readers. 


From the Detroit Free Press. 
‘The versification is extremely smooth and pleasing while some of the 
scenes portrayed are remarkably vivid and true to nature.” The gems of 
poetry with which the work abounds are ‘‘ very finely expressed.” 


From the Detroit Daily Union. ; 

Its chief merit is the vivid and life-like delineation of the subject, 

though it indicates the possession of poetic talents of a high order. 
From J. G. Holland. 

Permit me to congratulate you on the completion of so great an 

undertaking. 
From Rev. George Worthington. 
The book is full of legendary interest. 


From the Albany Law Journal. 

This is not a law book, but it is better than a law book; it is a poem 
by alawyer. It abounds in vigorous and picturesque passages, it embraces 
a great variety of interests, and it has the advantage of decided originality. 
We cordially wish it the success which its novelty and the merit of its 
execution deserves. 

From Judge I. P, Christiancy. 

Tam glad that a member of the Michigan bar has found time to pay 
court to the muses and to produce, as the first fruits, a truly original 
work. 

From Hon. William D. Wilkins, Detroit. 

This sketch of the manners and customs, the sports, traditions, rites 
and superstitions of a race almost passed away will be valued in our 
peninsula as Scott’s poems, similarly descriptive of the Highlands, are 
valued around Loch Katrine, the Trossachs and the Western Isles; and 
Detroit will, as time advances, prize more and more this sowvenir of the 
legends of by-gone days. 


From the Philadelphia Gazette. 


__ It is another and a bold essay to crystallize the Indian life and character 
in song. 


) 


From William C. Bryant. 


The merit of ‘‘Teuchsa Gtondie” lies principally in the narrative and 
in the conduct of the fable. 


From Prof. H. 8. Frieze. } 
I congratulate you on the happy completion of a work which will add 


so much interest to the local traditions of the ‘‘ Lake Region,” and win so 
much fame and distinction for the author. 


From the American Publishing Company. 
Your ‘‘ Teuchsa Grondie” is well gotten up and is exceedingly inter- 


Pane Any one who is fond of poetry cannot fail to be interested in the 
work. 


From President Alexander Winchell. 

The poem is a work of national character and interest, and is the most 
elaborate and complete attempt ever made to. commemorate, in verse, the 
character, customs and institutions of the aborigines of our country. I 
congratulate you upon the easy flow of your versification, and no less 
upon the happy conception and poetical treatment of the theme. The 


work is an honorable proof of the advance which the West has made in 
the higher works of literature. 


: From the New York Democrat. 

Mr. Bishop is a new poet and a vigorous one. He stands forth 
before the world and gives the strong utterances of the heart. He is 
Fennimore Cooper in verse, and his songs of the woods and rivers and of 
the Indian have a greater semblance to scenery and character, than Mr, 
Longfellow’s much lauded works on the same subject. 
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From Father De Sfnet, Indian Missionary. 

The contents of the volome are very interesting to me. The labor 
you have bestowed upon it and the pains you have taken to portray Indian 
life and scenery faithfully must have been very great. There is also a 
heartiness and a freshness about it which shows that it has been a “‘labor 
of love,” and my own experience and personal knowledge enable me to 
testify that you have succeeded in giving a correct as well as a poetic 
picture of both Indian and missionary life. 


From O. W. Holmes. 

This elegant volume contains many things which are curious and 
interesting, and it shows enthusiasm and industry in moulding them into 
verse. 

From Theodore H. Eaton, Detroit. 

The possession of the whole work now enables me to read, as I do with 
great pleasure, your charming descriptions of Indian life and scenery in 
the early days of dear old Teuchsa Grondie. 

From O. D, Case & Co., Hartford, Conn. 

A good work, well got up, that should find a good sale among the 
better class of book buyers. 

From Hon. Edwin Willets, Monroe, Mich. 

I have spent two evenings in reading your work aloud to my family 
and several friends, and we are highly pleased with it. If Mr. Long- 
fellow’s name had appeared in the title page and you had been the recipient 
of the net sales, you would not have needed to continue in the profession 
which is not supposed to be particularly partial to the muses. 


From Mrs. George C. Holliday, New York. 

I was delighted in the perusal of your ‘‘Teuchsa Grondie.” You 
should be proud of it. It is a splendid thing, and it reflects great credit 
upon your talents. In my opinion it is superior to Hiawatha. It contains 
something tangible—something to be told, instead of a mass of nonsense 
that only confuses and lays claim to be ‘‘ superior” by reason of its mysti- 
fication. Your work is none of this kind. 


From the Illustrated Record and Repository, New York. 

Poetry with Mr. Bishop is the aroma rather than the business of life. 
As an illustration of the aboriginal inhabitants of our country we know of 
nothing that equals this worthy work. In the midst of a heavy legal 
practice the author delights to cull the blossoms of poetry. His concep- 
tions are as pure as the snow flakes, and to do good he sends forth his 
petted children of the brain. His verse is perfect in construction, flowing 
in melody and altogether graceful in fancy. In ‘‘ Teuchsa Grondie” he 
has bound together a sweet-scented bouquet of wild flowers that should 
adorn the center table of every family who have any pride in the distinc- 
tiveness of being Americans, or any feeling of sympathy for the race— 
‘The poor Indian””—whose place has been taken by the white man, but 
who has left his legends to perpetuate his memory in poetry and in song. 
We heartily recommend the work. It is full of interest. 

From Hon. O. C. Comstock, Marshall. 

It does not need profound examination to discover in the work the 

genius and polish of the author. 
From Hon. H. J. Redfield, Monroe. 

Last Sunday, for the first time ever known, all staid home from church 

to listen to my reading of your delightful poem. 
iy From T. J. Hill, Esq., Ann Arbor. 

If your poems had come from afar, if they had come around the 
world, your ‘‘Teuchsa Grondie” would have been classed with the 
«Jerusalem Delivered” of Tasso. 


From R. N. Rice, Esq. 


You have cause to be proud of your fine poem. To me itis a wonder 
how one so absorbed in his professional and other duties could find leisure 
for such an undertaking. 
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: From Peter McTerney, Esq., Detroit. 
Your work has found a prominent place in my choicest collection, and 
isa great favorite with my wife and family, who highly prize poetical 


compositions. 
From Hon. E. Lakin Brown, Schoolcraft. 


Now for ‘“‘Teuchsa Grondie.” I have devoted a week to it. The ; 


poem is perfectly unique both in conception and execution. I know 
nothing at all like it. Take it all in alland it isa most graphic and valuable 
portraiture of the life, habits, customs, character and superstitions of the 
Indians in peace and war. Though the action extends through a period of 
one hundred years, yet the leading characteristics being of the same race 
and family and the center of action the same, there is, if not the requisite 
unity, at least a continuous and connected interest. | Wa-won-ais-sa, 
young and old, is a pleasant character and gives the necessary love 
element. The Jesuit missionary is an important and well managed 
feature. The contested opinions of Le Vareau and the Mohawk Chief is 
one of the most striking and best executed incidents of the poem. I like 
“The Land of Dreams” perhaps as well as any one of the cantos. I have 
read it over and over again with renewed pleasure. It is admirably 
written. There are frequent passages well and strongly written all through 
the work, some of the introductory and philosophical passages especially. 
But there is one feature that, in poetic merit, surpasses, I think, all the 
rest, and that, too, the most difficult to execute. Irefer to the occasional 
songs. The ‘‘Cabin Song” and the ‘‘ Funeral Song” are simple, natural 
and graceful. Some of the others are good, but I like these the best. So 
much in general and in brief in regard to the work. The principal one 
among the new pieces is ‘‘Larabelle,” a graphic picture of one among a 
thousand similar incidents that occurred in our civil war. I like best the 
description of home life and scenes before Johnny enlisted. It is asimple 
and realistic description that reminds one of the manner of Crabbe in his 
“Tales of the Hall.” Of all your shorter pieces, old and new, I think 
“The Trophy Guns” is written with the firmest hand and is the evenest and 
best sustained. The stanza, ‘‘If no Nelson be here,” etc., has a ringing 
tone, the requisite so seldom attained in lyric poetry. I note a line here 
and there in several or all of the poems such as this in ‘‘ Larabelle,” ‘‘ And 
while she sought she hoped she could not find,” which are the essence of 
true poetry and such as we love to quote, ete. 


From Hon, H. M. Look, Pontiac. 
I can scarcely tell you how highly I prize the book. I have laid it on 
the big Bible, and can you believe it, for the time being, I take it up 
oftener than I do the latter. 


From Hon. Charles Draper, Pontiac. 

Iam delighted with your epic poem. To me the incidents described 
are almost living realities. While reading the work I was carried back to 
the time when | first passed out of Lake Erie into the ‘‘ Beautiful River 
Detroit.” I seemed then to have entered a bright new world, and your 
pictures of the same scenes, drawn so rapidly and so vividly, made it seem 
that I was again in the midst of them, in the boats with the Mohawk chief 
and the pious but ambitious Le Vareau. Your work indicates large 
research and much patient labor in composing it. The exquisite pleasure 
which you no doubt enjoyed in producing such a poem must have largely 
compensated you for the labor bestowed; and you must, so far as feeling 
was concerned, have actually lived in the midst of the grand scenes 
described, and have actually conversed with your representative characters. 


From Hon. Hugh Moffat, Mayor of Detroit. 


Thave read it through with great pleasure and with feelings akin to 
those felt in perusing ‘‘ Marmion” and the ‘‘ Lady of the Lake.” My wife 
says the book shall remain on her parlor table as long as she lives. 


From Hon. G. V. N. Lothrop, 


It isa work in which you have permanently enshrined the pleasantest 
labors of your life. 


St 
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From Mrs. Sylvestey Larned, Detroit. 

I have read ‘‘ Teuchsa Grondie,” and to me itis a more truthful picture 
of the true Indian life and character, and a more beautiful poem than 
Hiawatha. If Tennyson had devoted as much time and study to the 
subject and then returned to England and given this poem to the world he 
need not have written anything more. 


From Hon. John Atkinson, Detroit. 
I have derived a great deal of pleasure from the perusal of these 


poems, and have learned many things of Indian life of which I was before 
entirely unacquainted. 


a 
From Prof. John W. Draper, New York. 
Had you been a professed physiologist you could not have expressed 


yourself better than you have in canto XX on the subject of the fearful 
hallucinations produced by along abstinence from food. 


From Hon. T. H. Hartwell, New York. 
The work merits unqualified praise. If some prominent New York 


or Boston house should take an interest in the sale of the work, it must 
command a wide circulation. 
From §., in the Corunna American. 

There will always be a charm and romance, as well as a tragic interest, 
in the annals of the American aborigines. This volume, from title to finis, 
possesses these qualities, and the author, a well-known citizen of Detroit, 
has succeeded admirably in portraying the primitive features of Indian 
life. While he does not seek to depict perfect heroes, and exhibits no 
morbid sentimentalism, his charity, enthusiasm and ardent love of Indian 
character are found in every canto. Rhymers are springing up every day 
who, by a servile imitation of those who have preceded them, succeed in 
catching the popular attention, but in this work, which rises to the 
grandeur of an epic, we discover no attempt at imitation and no lackadaisical 
mincing of sentiment for effeminate appreciation. A conscious, because 
a grand soul, seems to guide every line, and if every word is not in fittest 
number it is not because the author stoops, but because he will not bend 
from high appreciative taste to toy with words of finer polish. Our author 
delights in the description of the beautiful and the good aspects of nature; 
in the freshness of spring, the glories of autumn, the tempests of winter; 
and in the preparations for war, hard fought battles, deeds of heroism, the 
exultation of victory, the dejection and shame of defeat, the alternations 
of hope and fear, and of confidence and despair, and the mild and charm- 
ing consolations of the Christian’s faith. Through scenes in which these 
are made to pass before the reader, the thread of the narrative runs rapidly 
on, as if the author were pouring out of his mind the ‘‘ easy, the unpre- 
meditated verse.” We repeat, there is one quality which must be readily 
conceded to this work, that of not being in any respect an imitation of any 
other writer. We have not met with a single passage, which, either in its 
modulation or its phraseology, has reminded us of what has been written 
before. The combination of terms, their collocation and construction are 
indeed, the author’s own. The versification and style are not those of an 
imitator. In some instances the author’s free use of terms, strikes us as 
so adventurous on account of the independent manner in which they are 
employed, that we are apprehensive as to whether he can sustain himself 
in the freedom he uses; but in proceeding we find that his purpose is fully 
assured. It is somewhat like the descent in the Sault Ste. Marie, when, in 
shooting the rapids in an Indian canoe, and the rock appears in front of 
the voyageur, with the stream rushing against it and running around it, a 
single stroke of the paddle sends the canoe safely along, and in a moment 
it is riding over the roseate shadows of the river below. We might quote 
page after page to justify our opinion of the poem and of the spirit of the 
author, and in which pictures are drawn with the vividness and touching 
power of Longfellow, and with all the graphic imagery of the best lines of 
Scott. The diction throughout is graceful and appropriate, presenting a 
singular harmony with the scene, while every page shows profound study 
and an intimate acquaintance with history. The tone and spirit of the 
poem justly challenge our admiration, and the book should be received by 
the people of the West with a grateful and generous welcome. 
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From Nellie Stocking, Chelsea. 

In my allusion to the minor poems I intended only to speak compar- 
atively with your great poem as to literary merits and elaborate finish ; 
and I did not intend to convey the impression that there was a single 
sentiment to be found in them that was unworthy of Whittier or any other 
of our best known and most exalted poets. Still when I read them I could 
not resist turning back to ‘‘The Land of Dreams” or some other canto of 
Teuchsa Grondie, sure as] was to find there some new beauties in senti- 
ment or artistic elucidation to rivet and entrance me. 


From A. B. Copley, Decatur. 

A beautiful volume, that rescues from oblivion and preserves for 
posterity, in great measure, the traditions of the red man in connection 
with the ancient history of the City of the Straits. 

From Judge Joseph Cox, Cincinnati, Ohio. 

I have derived much pleasure from reading your work and think 
highly of it. _I am greatly indebted to Teuchsa Grondie for many ideas of 
savage life. It will tend to explain more clearly much of the mystery 
which still hangs around the early history of our country. My family 
have been engaged a few evenings past reading in character one of your 
French translations. 

From R, W. Steele, Esq., Dayton, Ohio. ' 

To those of us who are especially interested in the early history of the 
West, your legendary poem, which reproduces the Indian life and char- 
acter, possesses a peculiar attraction and value. 


From Rev. 8. D. Peet, Ashtabula, Ohio. 

It is no dry, dead study, but it comes with a halo of beauty, pictured 
by imagination in the highest colors. Bark canoes and wigwams, wild 
forests and beautiful streams, are here again presented familiar to my 
sight. I find the poem carrying me back to the days of my childhood, 
when the wilderness of the West had an inexpressible charm. I again see 
the native tribes with all their customs and ceremonies, and at the same 
time, as the narrative hastens on, cannot help sympathizing with them even 
in their superstitions, 

From Dr. Abner Hand, Aurora, Ill. 

I have read enough of the work to satisfy me that it has high merit, 
and will, when carefully studied, be found to equal, if not excel, Long- 
fellow’s famous Hiawatha. 

From Hon. A, P. Armstrong, Morris, IIl. 

T rank your Teuchsa Grondie among the first poems of our language. 
The description of Niagara Falls, the death scene of the Prophet, and the 
Indian idea of the great hereafter are fine beyond my power of expression. 
I thank you from the bottom of my heart for the intellectual feast I have 
enjoyed in reading this beautiful poem. 

From Dr. C. A. Wilcox, Utica, Tl. 

I find the work exceedingly interesting, and regard it as a valuable 
addition to my library. Iam sure you will have the best of success in the 
sale of the book. 

From Dr, R. M. McAllister, Ottawa. Ill. 

After a careful reading I am delighted with the poem, Teuchsa 
Grondie. I have a fondness for poetry generally. I admire Longfellow, — 
and with no desire to flatter, I must say that your poem is worthy of him, 
and in my judgment it dees not stand second in rank to Hiawatha. ; 


From the Charlotte Republican. 
The scene of the work is laid in Detroit and vicinity. It describes 
Indian life and the visits of hunters, explorers and settlers, with many of 
the old-time incidents, habits and difficulties. The miscellaneous poems 


are also very readable, and the book is one of which Michigan need not be 
ashamed. 


From Rey, J. C. A. Desnoyers, St. Pie, Canada. 


Rest assured that I shall keep and cherish the volume 
distinguished talents of its author. Bihce ce 


é 


From Rev. D, D. Van Antwerp, Baltimore, Md. 

The volume containing your poetical works will be a valuable addition 
to my library. I have not had time to read all the pieces, but have read 
enough to awaken an interest in them and to appreciate the talent of the 
author. ‘ 

From Hon. John N. Ingersoll. 

I have read the work with great pleasure. It is a beautiful epitaph 

upon a dead race. . 
From Ira L. Forbes, Esq., New Baltimore. 

That Michigan is so rich in legends is pleasing, and that she has a son 
whose poetic genius has sought out and rendered those legends immortal, 
should be a source of pride to every son and daughter of our beautiful 
peninsula. 

From L. H. Carson, Jonesville. 

I have read the book with much pleasure and profit, and doubt not it 

will be read and long cherished by our people as a choice literary gem. 
From Hox. John J. Adam, Michigan. 

I had seen a casual notice of publication of your book, but was not 
aware of the extent to which you had cultivated the muses, nor that there 
was so much of the poetical in your make-up. : 

From H. G. Hill, Esq., Tecumseh. 

From an abiding interest in the subject, 1 am glad a Michigan poet 
has taken it in hand, and I am equally gratified to find that the book is 
worthy of the theme. 

From Hon. H. G. Wells, Michigan. 

The volume is a valuable accession to my library. I have been forty 
years in Michigan, and portions of your work bring up the Indian, as he 
doubtless appeared in the early days of Teuchsa Grondie. 

, From Hon. J. Eastman Johnson, Michigan. 

You have in this tribute to the muses. added a valuable link to the 
fragmentary remains of our Indian lore and legend. 

From F. M. Bradley, M. W. P.S. T. N. A., Washington, D. C. 

Mr. Bishop’s book of poems is received and it will always be highly 
prized for its intrinsic and extraordinary merits. 

From the Genesee Democrat. 

This poem requires more than a hasty perusal in order to be fully 
understood and duly appreciated. The thrilling adventures of the French 
missionaries and the effect of their Christian teachings upon the primitive 
minds of the aborigines have more than a passing interest and are most 
happily portrayed by the author. The poem contains a great variety of 
measure beautifully introduced, and it will be more and more appreciated 
as the destined races of Indian warriors disappear farther and farther 
towards the setting sun. The miscellaneous poems also contain much 
merit, and the City of the Straits may well be proud of the literary ability 
of its honored citizen. All should have a copy of the work. To both 
public and private libraries it is invaluable. 

From Judge James Sheldon, Buffalo, New York. 

My family were reading your beautiful volume of poems last evening, 
and I am delighted with the pleasure of its perusal. 

From James E. Leach, Esq., Syracuse, New York. 

I have read it aloud (and well), to admiring and appreciative listeners. 
T have no criticism to make. I have simply enjoyed and my listeners have 
been delighted. Iagree with you; the 
‘““muses well may close 

A heavy day of Kent and Chitty.” 
From H. D. L. Sweet, Esq., Syracuse, New York. 

I owe you an apology for not advising you sooner in regard to your 
truly epic poem. It is the most ambitious, so to speak, of any poem in 
my acquaintance, by an American author. The attempt to save from 
oblivion the beautiful traditions of the aborigines will receive the thanks 
of a noble few who truly appreciate the effort, and will meet with a hearty 
word of encouragement from all. 
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From M. Lucien Adam, Nancy, France. 

A surprising and very instructive work, which I am delighted to study. 
I intend to bring it to the attention of the reading and literary public of 
France. 

From George W. Hill, M. D., Ashland, Ohio. ; 

I have carefully perused the contents of this volume. You have 
acquitted yourself very ably in its production. The story is well sustained 
throughout, and there are passages in it equal to Homer and Virgil. Your 
tastes fit you admirably for pioneer service. Your territory is classic, and 
the shades of departed heroes invite your poetic powers to illuminate their 
history. The fierce conquests of the Iroquois, 'the fall of the Eries, 
Ottawas and Hurons, together with the seven years’ French war and con- 
quest of Canada by the English, have left a rich field for you to work, and 
they furnish abundant materials fit for any pen. 


From the Lyons Republican, New York. 

This work is original, descriptive, reflective and dramatic. The poem 
is distinctly an American one, and as such it possesses a peculiar interest, 
and it will be read with avidity by the student of history. The descrip- 
tions are vivid, many of them truly eloquent, and the vein of poetic fancy 
which pervades the work is never lost sight of. Its composition was 
evidently ‘‘a labor of love” with the author, for the plan is extensive and 
its scope is faithfully carried out. The work was executed at intervals of 
leisure in a laborious profession and the performance bespeaks enthusiastic 
industry and application. Following Teuchsa Grondie are several shorter 
poems—some patriotic, others sentimental, and others humorous. The 
volume is in elegant style, and will make a desirable ornament for any 
library. 

From Hon. David A. Noble, Michigan. 

The historic legends and ornate pages of your work constitute an 
epic in regard to a race which is fast disappearing from the face of the 
earth. 

From President J. B. Angell. 

By this poem as by your historic studies you have done much to keep 

alive an intelligent interest in the rich local history of this region. 
From Hon, James E. Pitman, Detroit. 
I have had great pleasure in reading such parts of your poems as have 


been published in the papers, and I now anticipate much more in having 
the whole book to fill up my leisure hours. ; 


From Hon. Anthony Dudgeon, Michigan. 

Iam re-reading with great pleasure your Teuscha Grondie, and 
discover in it new beauties. Iam reading it aloud to Mrs. Dudgeon, and 
she desires me to express her obligations to you for the great pleasure it 
affords her. 

From Francis A, Dewey, Cambridge. 

As we turn over its pages, referring back to ages before the axe, the 
horse, the plow and the civilized white man were known in this territory, 
and as we read its well written and instructive lines, we are not capable of 
giving sufficient praise to the author of Teuchsa Grondie. 


From George M. Tabor, Esq., Detroit. 


To me there seems strikingly more vigor of thought as well as beauty 
of expression than in the much admired legends of Longfellow. The 
poem “‘Sir Bruin” is doubly interesting to me, as my present home, on 
Eighteenth street, Detroit, must have been the scene of his “‘ wild two-forty 
race.” 

From the Western Magazine, St. Louis, Mo. 

Detroit has here her early history molded into a poetical form. Indian 
customs and traditions, with beautiful descriptions of forest, lake and 
river, are the chief subjects of the work. Its greatest merits are smooth- 
ness of versification, picturesque narrative and great command of poetical 
language. We do not know who was the author’s model, but there is very 
much in the poem which reminds us of Sir Walter Scott, and in our judg- 
ment it is quite as fascinating as the poems of the Scotch bard. 


i) 


a 
From Mary E. Strickland, St. Johns, Michigan. 

Aside from its intrinsic merits it is to be prized as a Michigan work, 
as an addition to the pioneer history of our State, and as exhibiting true 
poetic genius. 

From Rey. A. A. E. Taylor, D. D., Wooster, Ohio. 

T have examined your volume of poems. They are full of interest, 
and seem to possess much historical accuracy and the true rythmical spirit. 
From the Ann Arbor Courier. 

__ The preface of this work shows how a man of strong will, coupled 
with industry and perseverence, can overcome the defects of early educa- 
tion and mount to the topmost round of the legal profession, as well as 
become distinguished in Jelles-lettres. We would commend the work to all 
our readers who love poetry, because the themes of which it sings, as 
well as the places, are familiar to us all; which, with the acknowledged 
merits of the work doubles its attractiveness. 

From Willard Parker, Esq., Detroit. 

We have placed your volume of poems in our family library by the 
side of Homer. 

From the Detroit Tribune. 

The author of ‘‘ Teuchsa Grondie,” Hon. Levi Bishop of this city, has 
put forth a third edition of his poems. <A few late poems are here first 
published, and to the whole is prefixed an appreciative sketch of the 
author’s history, which is in some sort a sketch of the history of Detroit 
for the last forty years. Asa native production the book is specially com- 
mended to the notice of Detroiters. 

From the Western Magazine, St. Louis. 

The leading poem of this volume was noticed in a former number of the 
Western. We congratulate the author upon the success of his poetical 
endeavour, and hope he will continue to meet the public recognition. The 
chief addition to the present volume is “‘ Larabelle,” called by the author an 
_ epic, but to our mind it has more the form of the idyl. It is the story of 
two lovers whom the war separates, the youth becoming a soldier and the 
maid staying at home on the banks of the Saginaw. The soldier is taken 
in battle and the maid hunts him up in a southern prison, marries him 
and obtains his release, when both return to their home in the north. An 
interesting biography of the author is prefixed, which presents certainly a 
most creditable record. 

From President Coppée, Lehigh University. 

T have read with interest and satisfaction many of the minor beautiful 
poems, I have reserved, on account of the pressure upon my time, the 
perusal of the Indian epic, but shall take the earliest opportunity to read, 
and, I am sure, enjoy it. 

From Judge and Prof. Cooley. 

T shall place the volume in the place of honor on the table in my 
drawing-room. I congratulate you on your success and rejoice in it. 
May it bring you abundant happiness. 

From Bishop Coxe. 

Have read your interesting book of poems. Also, the biographical 
sketch, with interest and increased emotion of respect for one who has 
made his very difficulties and trials so many successive steps to an elevated 
position, by trampling them under foot. I hope by God’s grace the ladder 
will be found like Jacob’s ladder leading up to heaven. 

From the Librarian of the Public Library of Detroit. 

The other copy we have must do duty in the circulating department, 
but this must be carefully kept and remain here as a memorial of the 
jurist, antiquarian and poet—the author. 

From Miss Sarah Goodyear, Holyoke, Mass. 
We are reading your poems aloud and enjoy them very much. 
From Judge Graves, Supreme Court, Michigan. 

You are among the few workers in our exacting profession who have 

succeeded in making a permanent addition to our lighter literature. The 
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present volume, it is to be hoped will not terminate your efforts. Such 

things have their value to the author and to the world. Lord Bacon has 

observed that ‘‘ fancy cheereth and refresheth the soul, chanting things 

rare and various and conferring delectation, magnanimity and morality.” 
From Hon. W. T. Mitchell, Port Huron. 

Rest assured that I esteem the poems found in the beautiful volume 
most highly. 

From Judge Green, of Michigan. 

I prize your poems highly both for their own merits and my high 
regard for their author. 

From Hon. E. H. Thompson, Flint, Michigan. 

I was familiar with ‘‘ Teuchsa Grondie ” and with many of your other 
pieces, but not with ‘‘ Larabelle.” That piece will live with your country- 
men and linger in the first page of their memories when you and I have 
passed to the spirit land, even as the beautiful ballads of Burns. 

From George Merrill, Paris, France. 

I have read your minor poems with much interest and pleasure and 
am glad to see in you, an illustration of the truth, that a man can cultivate 
literature and even court the muses without losing the solid qualifications 
which make the successful lawyer. 

From the Inter-Ocean, Chicago. 

The life of the author has been one of hard study, which finally 
brought its reward. In addition to a successful law practice he received 
many marks of favor from his fellow citizens. His poems, which appear 
to have been penned during his leisure hours, display correct taste, healthy 
sentiment and a wide range of miscellaneous reading. They do not climb 
the highest hill, but are in general pleasing, vigorous efforts, showing a 
mind in harmony with all that is beautiful in nature, and true and good in 
social humanity. On the whole, we accept the volume as a highly credit- 
able production, both to the author and the beautiful and historic place 
from which it emanates. x 

From Rufus Blanchard, Chicago. 

““Teuchsa Grondie” first drew my attention, after reading which, the 

emotions of the moment called forth the following: 
Live the smooth verse in numbers flowing, 
Eternal on its printed pages glowing; 


Vivid with pictures of the shadowy past, 
In the broad forests and the prairies vast. 


By the soft voices of the Manitou, 

In happy hunting grounds beyond earth’s view; 

Singing sad requiems in the tuneful wind; 

Hear the old legends which are left behind, 

Of Teuchsa Grondie by our Bishop sung, 

Pensive with thoughts from old traditions wrung. 
From Le Propagateur Catholique, New Orleans. 

Ce livre, écrit en anglais, et dans lequel nous remarquons de fort 
beaux vers, en est déja 4 sa troisiéme édition. Cest-d-dire qu’il a trouvé 
parmi les lecteurs Américains une faveur d’ailleurs méritée. 

From Rey. O. C. Thompson, Detroit. 

I have read with great pleasure your book of poems. I have read 
and re-read it again and again, and one of the pieces just beguiled what 
would otherwise have been a weary hour. ‘‘Teuchsa Grondie” ought to 
receive more and more applause. 


From L. O. Benett, Yorkville, Tl. 

Your poems are being read by myself and family with much interest. 
The volume is in such demand that as yet it has not found its way into the 
book-case. There is an individuality, a freedom and freshness about the 
poems that at once identify them with the great new West. I believe they 
will hold theit own with the productions of our most popular authors. 

From the Church Journal, New York. 

This is a remarkable book. The sentiments of the author are such as 

always to do him honor, There is nothing bombastic or over-ambitious 
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about his verses. They are remarkably free from American spread- 
eagleism. The longest poem in the volume is far the best. It is the one 
on which the reputation of the author as a poet will principally depend. 
“Great knowledge is shown of Indian life and customs. The local color is 
if anything stronger than in the ‘“‘Song of Hiawatha.” The author’s 
knowledge of the country he describes is turned to good account. The 
great interest of the poems centres in the long contest between the 
Jroquois of New York with their capital at Onondaga, and the Hurons 
and other Algonquins of Canada and the West. The Jesuit missionaries 
are introduced, whom zeal for France and the Roman religion moves to 
stir up their Indian friends against the Iroquois, allies of the heretic 
English. There are two pitched battles, a siege, hunting expeditions and 
no lack of other interesting incident and adventure. 

The author's powers of description are very good, and the story draws 
on from canto to canto without fatigue. The time is just far enough 
back to lend a half-mythic element to the poem, which ends where more 
modern history throws upon everything the sober light of common day. 


From Rey. Father O’Connor, Sandwich, Ont. 
I have not found time to do more than go over the varied matters of 
the volume in a cursory way, but I find it very interesting and quite worthy 


of its author. 
From Mr. and Mrs. George H. Hill, Washington. 


We have enjoyed a rare treat reading your poems aloud evenings, and 
shall prize the volume as one of the most choice numbers of our library. 
From D. C. Henderson, Allegan. 
The volume will occupy a conspicuous place in my library. Everybody 
who has read the poems, especially of the ladies, is wonderfully pleased 


with thei. 
From Le Comte de Chambord. 


Rien ne pouvait lui étre plus agreable, que de retrouver le souvenir de 
la France, et celui de sa famile honoré, et rappelé en terms si expressifs 
dans les légends et les traditions d’un pays dont la croix et la fleur de lys, 
ont créé la civilization et préparé les grands destinées. Il vous remercie, 
Monsieur, de lui avoir procuré ce plaisir dans la lecture de ‘“* Teuchsa 
Grondie,” et de ]’expédition aventureuse de Le Vareau, dont vous faites 
un recit se émouvant et si poétique. 

L’assurence que vous donez a4 Monsieur Le Comte de Chambord, de 
la sympathie dont l’ancienne population Francaise de Detroit entoure 
encore le nom qu'il porte, et sa personne méme, lui a procuré une bien 
vive satisfaction et l’a réellement touché. 

From the Nation, New York. 

Those who are anxious to see the muse of America produce epics lofty 
as her snow-clad mountains, vast as her rolling rivers, and equaling in 
other ways several of her natural features may point with pride to the 
Michigan poem entitled ‘‘ Teuchsa Grondie.” It is a tale of war that the 
poet tells, varied by pestilence, famine, hunting, missions, dreams. 

From Mr. Rock, Q. C., London, Ont. 

The volume has afforded me and Mrs. Rock a good deal of pleasure 

after the ordinary duties of the day. 
¢ From The Ypsilanti Sentinel. 

We received the book from the gifted author himself, and it is laid up 

to be kept in remembrance and handed down to posterity. 
From H. C. R. Beecher, Q. C., London, Ont. 

“The Bar” is admirable. I congratulate you on the success that 

three editions and a coming fourth clearly indicate. 
From Karl Knorts, Johnstown, Pa. 

I find your poems exceedingly interesting, and intend to translate some 

of them into German. ; 
From Bishop Kip, California. 

I have as yet had time but partially to read the work, but have done 

so with great pleasure. I was particularly interested in the Indian story, 


> 
2 


